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TO THE GREAT 

EXAMPLE OF VERTVE 
AND TRVE MECENAS OF 
Liberall Arts, Mr. William Murrey 
of his Majefties Bed-chamber. 


Ratitude is the beft Appendix to 
vertue: unthankefulneffe the worft 
addition to vice. My indeavour 
to atchieve the one, and avoid the other, 
invited me to this publication of my 
many ingagements to your beft felfe : and 
betrayd your noble name to the patronage 
of this Poem. The native magnificence of 
your difpofition is fo repleate with mercy. 



The EfdUle. 

that it would bee an errour in the religion 
of my duty, Ihould I queftion your remiffion 
of this audacious crime, the offence being 
onely the acknowledgement of my refpeftive 
fervice to you. Works of this nature have 
alwaies affumed this priuiledge, to afpire 
the nobleft for their Proteftors. Since then 
authorifd by cuftome, worthieft Sir, it can- 
not bee a diminution to your fame, nor 
repugnant to the gravity of your moll 
ferious imployments to have him by pub- 
like profeffion known your fervant, who 
hath long fince by particular devotion been 


The humbleji of your honorerst 


Hen. Glapthormb. 



In caedem Alberti Wallenftenii, 

ducis Fridlandize. 1634. 

T Pus etmm fuperbt Dux PHdlanduBf 
Dignus cc^hMTHo lugubrt tnteritus meos 
Elicit lamhos t tugeant, quibus plcua 
Vacare lachrymis. Etivtac Vidua fat eft 
Lamare crines, plcmgere 6» manu finus. 

Non ego f^ulchro (ft tamen quifquam tibi 
Honor f^lchn detur) afstdee foment, 

Non tibt Camanafunebrem patugyrin 
Epieedtumve dedtcat, pohus Jibi 
yam gratulaiur, lata Gvftcevo dtu 
2ui quodhaud te viderint fuperftttem ; 

Revendent fed Egnt ( 1 ) Eulseno vtcem ; 

Feralts Egra, dirus htfpoit loots, 

Spkndore menfas qua Lycaonto ftruetu, 

Orandigue eegeasfolvere pretto dopes, 

CUtdtos, btpennes, tda, tormento appasrat. 


(i) Rex Sueose In pugna ad LuUaum comnuila ; Walften us 
EgneutetSeAak 
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Hoc Imperator dudbus, &• WalJUnh 
Guflanda cauius mfercd bdlaria. 

Non ilk tantUm ccedegaudet hoJHum^ 

Sed fuorum f anguine rmpkti iubet 

Egroe penateSfproh deorum numina t 
Quantum cruoris Aujlrtaca fuperbia 
Stbi Ittaium lambit! &• tamen JiM 
Adhuc cruorefn,Jan)u>r Pelepts domo, 
Nullufne iandem cmdibus dahtur modus / 
Modutn fed tlla cadtbus didst tuis, 

Aiberfe', gut, dum Eerdtnandi coptis 
VextUa pandts, Ferdtnandt perfido 
lugulum daturus advents fatelhti. 

Vbt tlla iandem gaza, quA Boleaniamy 
Stle/iamgue, agrqfgue Brandenburgtcos 
Fretus perambulajh ? ubi eft exereitus, 

Dtro tuomm quo mimftro facinorum, 
Homtctdta,ftupra,furta, Pomerania 
Safe exeerata ft, 6^ Meehlenbtrgi films : 
Dum tu crematas famulus Auftnacee domAs, 
Profterms urbes, impotens vwlentiam 
Meuague faftum termmare Baltko ? 

Hoc tot laborum prcemnm tuus tibi 
Dedit Imperator % Hoeane ft fttpendium, 

Vt perduellts alius, &• fubifo dolo 
Captus cerebro fpargeres eeenaculum t 
Su beat amtats gentts Auftriaece fides. 

Quod fi eruentd morte pereundum fusty 
Ceddtffe tnalles forfctn hoftth manu. 
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Nune puto^ videniur fata (i) Papenkmii 
Tuifque (3) TiRu invidenda Mantbus. 

Qudtm tuftus tile Ferdtnandus exjhttt 
Non qucero , vetiiM credo dnitna mtntmt 
Vindidla qubd dormttai. Ipfe at ferfidus 
PerfidtA obtres, lex inemtabths 
Fah volebatf quin &• tmmants dtu 
Crudelttaits artt/ex, crudeltter 
D^cenderes ad ima Plutoms loco. 

Vbi unicum fuiura fuit folahum 

Fraus capta fraudetfcelere cumulatum fcehts, 

Exadta eorum, ccedis authores tua 
Quos fama notut, fqutdem Alberti ducts 
Celeri fequantur tmpm Manes pede. 

Et maximi fi {qmmam td baud fcepe acadti 
Vti perirent morte ftccd pnnctpes) 

Sanguinea multo fanguine exundef dmus, 

Tutque fimtlan fortiatur exttum. 

Alex. Gil. 


(l) Comes Pappenhemius in pagnS Lutaemanl a Suedis occifus 
6 Nevem 1632 

(3) Generalis Tilhus in pngna Auguftan£ gianter faucius fugil 
Ingolftodium ibniue exfpiravit. 





"The Perfons, 

Ferdinand the fecond Emperor of Germany. 
Ferdinand his fon King of Hungary. 
Aidertus WallenJUm Duke of Irtdland. 
Marqueile Brandenburg. 

Duke Saxett Waymar. 

Earle of Tertzkt. 

Earle of Kintzki. 

Earle of Queftenberg. 

Matthias Gallos. 

Colonell Newman. 

Marlhall lUawe. 

Fredrtcke. | jq Wallenjletn. 

Albertus. J 

Colonell Gordon Governor of Egers. 
Colonell Lefle. 

Captaine Butler 
Page to Wallenffetn, 

Dutches to WaUenfletn. 

Emilia Daughter to Saxon Waymar. 

Ifabdla woman to the Dutchefle. 

Dragoons : Guard to the Emperour. 
Guard to Wallenjlein. 
Executioner. 

Attendants. 




A£tus primus; Scena prima. 


Kintzkiy Tertzkiy Gordorty Buttery Lefle^ 



He rumour Hill continues. 

Tert. Yes, my Lord, 

111 fames though quicke are cer- 
tame, ’tis concluded 
Pafl. queftion or dilpute, for tViete reports 
Are grounded on too manifeft a truth, 

To cany doubt m them, it is confirm’d this morning j 
Hee mull refigne 
Lefle Though a flranger Sir, 

And fo lelfe interelled in the Generalls caufe 


Then you his Countiy-man : were you not my 
fhend, 

You ly’d to fpeake it. Mull our Generali 
That ibule of valor Wallenftan ; who has 
(Like fubtle lightning) purg’d the German ayre, 

From all the hot infet^hons, foiraign worre 
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Could threaten : fent the health-carouiing Dane 
Drunke with his owne blood home: broke all the 
force, 

With which the valiant Palatine and his aydes 
Infefted bad the Frovmce : given to Death 
(That thunder-bolt of warre) whofe very name 
Was great as Fate it felfe unto his foes, 

The Swedtjh Kmg . and muA he now, his age 
Is candid o’re widi victories, be inforc’d 
To a bafe refignation . Death ! he’s damn’d 
That dare but mutter it 
Gordon. And they were fo 
Who firft occafion’d it, ’twould bring much com- 
fort 

To all true Souldiers. 

Lifle. 'Tis concluded Sir, 

Pad all redemption, they are doubly damn’d 
For their ingratitude ; difplace a man 
To whom they owe their lives I one whom, my 
Lords, 

We have feen i’th heat and bravery of a fight, 

Cheere up his fainting and diflieartned troupes. 

Even when his body feem’d but all one wound. 

That It appeal'd a little Hand, circled 
Round with the purple deluge of his blood ' 

Who when warres Quirillers, the big-mouth'd Drums, 
And furly Trumpet fung his Armies Dirge, 

That fatall Muficke fweld his fpnghtly fenfe, 

More then foft Hymnes at Nuptials. 

2ert. Sir, his glories 

Are fo well knowne to us we need not urge 
'Hieir reputation, but ’tis pail my thoughts. 

Why on the hidden he Ihould be compeld 
To give his charge up. 

Ktntt. When the world beleev’d 
He ihould have had a double triumph in 
The honour of his vidlones. 

Li^. He tell you. 

There is in Prmces Courts a leane-fac’d moniler, 
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Tam’d Euvie, raigning i& imwoithy brealls, 

To fames Heroicke fODiies, fuch as know to cringe 
With fubtle motion to their Princes fmiles, 

Adore his foot-deps and his awfiill nods, 

And can like Afpes inflill mto his eares, 

A fweet yet lulling venome : thefe thin fbulee 
When the blunt Souldier, has on piles of wounds 
Built up his Countries peace, whifper Beware 
In time my Lord, lead he doe grow loo great : 

This meeting with the jealous ^nces feares, 

(As Princes dill are fearefull of the greatnede 
Of rifing a^ve fubjedts) breeds refolves to cut up 
That prop, leaning on which themfelves have dood, 
Finne and undiaken on their bafe , and thefe 
Court Parafites, and th’ Emperors weake didruds/ 
Puls this difgrace on Fridlcmd, which if he 
With an effeminate patience doe put up, 

May all the Lawrels growing on his Cred, 

Be turn’d to Cypriffe, ferving for no ufe 
But to adome his Funerals. 

Gordon Sod, 

The Generali’s here himfelfe : my gracious Lord 
The Duke. 

Tert. Our thrice redoubted General! 


Eraer Wallmjldn, lUawe. 

Wallenf. Ha I that found 
Awakes my drowfie foule, pray good my Lords, 
What do you behold degenerate in my lookes. 
Shewing me unworthy dill of that great title ) 

Tert. I would pull my eyes out, 

Should they convey into my foule a thought 
Tending to fo much facnledge to honour, 

And perfeift mafculme vertue. 

Wallet^. Yet I mud 
Put off that glonoiis title, hke a garment. 

Old and unfit for wearing : 0 my Lords, 
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Our honours individual! vitb our foules 
Growes to that elleace, as toth* hand or cheeke 
The native whitenede , and to have that tome, 

Lug’d off by violent torture, is a fuffrance 
Beyond the llrength of patience : is't not, Lords 1 
Tori. Tes, and looke 
How feire the noble immatenall foule, 

Tranfeends the duller body, fo much torments 
Infli£led on the purer mind, furpaffes 
Corporeal! puniloments. 

WaHorf. It is a true 
Philolophy which even amongff Souldiers, 

IVhofe onely learning is compnz’d m Aimes, 

Is granted as mdilputable, my Lords, 

Wlut will the world that fbmetimes ftood at gaze, 
Frighted with awfull terror of my deeds, 

Imagine to behold me in my age, 

Depnv’d of all thofe titles, all tkofe glories, 

"Which have growne up with me even from my 
youth. 

Which I have purchaf 'd with expence of wounds, 
More numerous, then I’ve veynes ; 'twill llraight con- 
clude. 

Either my age is doting, and return’d 
Into a fecond childhood, and unfit to manage 
The glonous warfare and the big commands 
Of Martiall difcipline , or that my faith. 

Is on the fudden like a faire npe fruity 
(By’th too hot kiffes oth’ lafcivious Sunne 
Betray’d to rottenneffe) by haughtie pnde. 

Or vaine ambition tainted. 

And fo blall 

At leaft, my Lord, in then too nice elleeme. 

Your former actions- 

Gordon. Wrap in clouds of fliame. 

Tour ftumng \ertues 

tVallenf. True, for ’twixt thefe two extremes. 

There is no meanes ^efcape by . thinke then Lords, 
What an inhumane, irreligious wrong 
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It is, both to my honour and my faith, 

To be depriv’d thus bafely of that charge, 

Which I’ve perform’d with care and good fuccelTe.* 
And what ingratitude ’tis in this Pnnce, 

This Emperor, thus to reward my trull , 

When his owne foule can witnefle, 'twas my felfe 
That from the Swede, the Palatine and Dane, 

Kefcued his Eagles; who elfe had mewd their 
plumes, 

And from their height been forc’d to perch on earth • 

I tooke the reeling pillars of his State, 

And pitcht them firme and even Of this his 
Heaven, 

I’ve been the Atlas, 1 did fight for him, 

When every conflifl was a vidlory. 

Each field of battel! was a field of glory ; 

Yet as my truths and loyalties reward, 

I am depriv’d unkindly even in peace. 

Of all my glones purchaf’d in the warre. 

Tert Next Sir, thinke, 

With whom your fliining honour’s in the fcale 
Ballanc’d . with one fo farre beneath your worth , 

We are ingag'd in reputation, never 
(He being fo farre inferior to our felves) 

To obey his commanda 
Jiaii/s Mathias Gallas, 

Your late-Field-Marfhall 
Walknf His very name 
Begets new horror in me, noblefl friends. 

Co-partners with me in what ever dangers, 

Attends triumphant war, whom I have led 
In crimfon fields through nfing feas of blood. 

That you have fwom, not march’d to vidlory . 

Would It not breed afflidlions in your foules, 

Your noble honell foules, to fee your poore. 

Yet alwayes loving Generali, at this age. 

Now when his head’s grown white beneath his helme, 
Difcarded from his office, and fliooke off. 

As buds their feathers mew, or Stags their homes, 
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Thofe ufelefle excrements, in hope that frelher 
Will ith’ oldplaces grow , (hould I doe this, I then 
Might trayle niy waving Enfignes in the dull. 

As at my Honors Funerall, and breake 
My Sword ’gainft. my owne Target, nay pul off 
All pompe and pride of war, and like that vaine 
Refemblance of a liar, a Comet fall 
By my owne fire confum’d to earth forgotten. 

Lefle Great Sir, though a (Iranger to you 
By birth and nation, yet the llridl alliance 
I’ve to your princely nobleneffe, injoynes me 
Under your pardon, and with the allowance 
Of thefe brave Counts, your followers, to deliver 
My zealous counfell to you. 

WalUnf. Noble Scot, 

Ufe your difcretion freely. 

Thus great Sir then, 

Though't be I’th power of Pnnces to prefcnbe 
Lawes to their fubjefls, ’tis their fubjeifts wills 
Mud put thofe Lawes in aiSl, ’bs their obedience, 
IVhich are the abled liiiewes of the (late. 

And ’twere a barbarous cruelty to imploy 
Their hands agamft themfelves, a ffiange 
jullice. 

To make their proper vertue inllrument 
Of their owne rume 
Tert. Colonell Lefle 
Speakes home. 

Kint. And to much purpofe 
Lefle. Doe not Lords 

Mifunderfland my meaning, I fpeake not this, 
That I contemne authority, or diflike 
Order in every thing, without preeminence 
In title of command our trade the warfare 
Could not fubfifl, but to mfornie our Generali, 

Our too much injur'd Generali, that it is 
No fuch flrange cnme, to difobey a Pnnce 
In things injull ; and can there be a greater. 

Or fhamefuller injuftice then for Cafto', 
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]^s Mandate to inforce him to religne 
His glorious charge up 7 
Gordon. 'Twere a (hame. 
lUawe. An utter, an abominable difgrace 
To all that honor vertue, (hould we fuffer it t 
L^e. Here then 

Ends what I would have uttered ; of what force 
Are Cmfars. Mandats, when their reall loves 
Has difannull’d them 1 circled with thele hearts, 

Thefe bulwarkes of brave hearts, what need have 
you 

To acknowledge any Emperor but your felfe t 
Your felfe great Duke, whole merit lays juft claime 
To that fupremeft title 
Ltjle. Pray once more. 

Give me your patience Rafhnefte, Gentlemen, 

Gives the firft on-fet fiercely, then recoyles, 

As Wafpes when they have loft their ftings ; 
affaires 

Of this high confequence, doe require mature 
Deliberation to confirme our owne 
Strength for the exploit, 'twere fit we did con- 
jojme 

With ^xon Waymar and Gujlavus Horne, 

And the other bold confederates . how likes 
Your Grace this projedl ? 

Wallcnf. The Drum and Fife, 

Trumpet and Canon, when their lowd voyces 

fing. 

Kis to vidlory, could nere beget 

More mufick in my raviftied lenfe : bell friend, 

1 am fo bankrupt growne in my extent 
Of gratitude, that trail me I could weepe, 

To fee my felfe fo farre outdone in friendlhip ; 

1 am ingag’d in honour to goe on. 

That this mfulting Emperor by his fall, 

To game fit meanes to gratifie your loves. 

Thou aery name of loy^ty, hence to* heaven, 

And finde like fmoake a buriall m the clouds. 
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Thus I expire thy elTence ; henceforth Ee acknpw- 
ledge 

No other Emperor but thefe worthies hearts. 

Tert. And we (great Duke) henceforth will nere 
fubmit, 

To any rule but yours, which to confirme 
As fure as Fate had feal’d it, on your fword 
Wee’l take a folemnc and religious oath 
For the performance. 

OmneSf we all Jweare tt 

And if any Ihould be fo bafely perjur'd, as_ to 
breake. 

But in a thought this Sacramentall faith, 

Let our jufl angers fall as heavie on him, 

As heavens moil homd curfes , fmke his name, 

Like feme prodigie delpis’d by light, into forget- 
fulnelTe 

Wallcnf So now roe thinkes X fland like a 
ColuiTus, 

Through whofe fpacious Arch, 

F]owes»the vaA fea of honour, without power, 

Or naturall force to ebbe Againe, befl friends. 

The early day, though from the gorgeous Eail 
She breakes, adorn’d with chaines of liquid 
pearle, 

Cannot atchieve full luAre, till the Sun 

Gild her pale cheekes with bnghtneAe, nor can we 

Cloathe the yet infant dawning of our hojies. 

In perfedl Robes of light, till we have 
Attir’d them m die fparkling rajes of blood, 

Impenall blood . Come let’s goe on refolv’d, 

Like thefe brave men, who in their awfull palmes, 
Doe beare about their deAinies, and can 
Command even fate it felf. Illawt difpatch with 
' fpeed 

Advifes to the Marqueffe Bravdmhir^, 

Waymar and Count de Arham, that we intreat, 

At perfonall meeting with them all at Dr^dm, 
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Come Lords, when ere the Romane Eagle falls, 

Wee’l mourne m tnumph at her FuneraUs. 

Eidt Wallmf. Tert. Ktait. •d caitrL 

LeJU. So things once well begun, 

Are halfe perform’d, the managmg an adl 
With clofeiand hidden prafUce ’mongil the wife 
And politicke people, brings aflur’d fncceile : 

Broad open wayes the heavie fnaile does take. 

While untrod paths bed pleafe the fubtle fnake. EixU. 
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Scena /ecuHda, Emperor^ GallaSi 
Qttefienderg. 


Emp. Heel not refigne then t 

Queft. 'Tis fo fear’d, the greatneffe 
Of his vaft fpint never will admit 
Refignation of thofe honours, which 
He has with fuch felicity injoy’d. 

Gallos. Befides, my Lord, 

The Army is fo much bewitch'd with love 
Of this Arch-Traytor Wallet^an, they rather 
Put of their due allegeance unto you 
Their naturall Soveraigne, nay give up their lives. 
Then yeeld to any a£l which may conceme 
His removall 

Emper, Can this be poUible t 
Treafon fhall never brave us at our doores, 

Whilll I can wield a Sword ingratefull flave 1 
Whom I have rais’d from fuch an abject lownefle ; 
His family did fcarcely beare a name 
In common Gentry, to the very height, 

The type of honour. That he fliould doe this. 
And like the Vipers young, devoure that heart, 
That bred and nounfli’d him, more affluhs 
foule. 

Than all the wrongs and troubles which my foes 
Ever inflidted on my Fame and Empire. 

Mattkuts GaNas, let it be your charge. 

To fee new forces levy’d, to oppofe 
Againll this Arcb-Rebell. 

Gallos. My Lord, I’ve team’d 
Ith* pradbcke Schoole of wane, that to oppofe 
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Frelh unexperienc’d troups againd the flower 
Of old and hordned Souldters, is but as 
If amongtl hungry Lions we (hould cad, 

Refidlefle infants, and by their weake force, 

Hope to o’recome the funous beads Dread Six, 

My Councell alwayes has had that fuccefle, 

To be accounted faithfiill to my Prince . 

Feare it not, follow then my poore advice, 

Meet trecheiy with poliae, and try, 

If you the Ambitious tra)rtor can furpnze, 

The head opce off, the weake and fainting limbes. 
Like fear’d dri’d boughs, by an impetuous wind, 
Tome from an aged Oke, will fall to earth, 

And be confum’d to adies. 

Empe. It diall be fo, 

Lord Qutjlmherg, with all convenient fpeed, 

Difpatch a trudy meffenger unto 

The King of Hungary, command his prefence. 

With his mod able legions for the fafeguard 
Of our owne perfon In fuch like affaires, 

Which doe concerne the uncertaine rule of States, 
Wife men fliould alwayes be above their fates. 

Exeunt. 
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Scena teriia, Albertus, Netoman. 


Newm. A pox upon her fir, and for her, fake, 

On all good faces ] muft you figh and whine, 

And make a face worfe then a zealous drunkard 
Does o’re dead mullie wine, becaufe fhe is beau- 
teous : 

We Souldiers doe not ufe to ingender with 
A phifnomy, nor as the learned terme it, 

Co-habit wi^ a handfome nofe or lip. 

There are fame parts beneath the ws^e I take it. 
More ufefull for a man of Aimes. 

Alier. Good Colonell, 

No more of tins. 

Newm. Should I aske you 
The reafon why you love her, you mufl anfwer ; 

’Tis for the fport (as for what trther reafon 
Women were made, unleffe to prick upon i 
A clout, or llarch, tranfcends my befl Fhilofophy) 

And for that purpofe, a ihort coat friller, 

That as the milkes each morning, 

Bedewes the coole gralTe with her Virgin moiilure. 

As ufeiiiU is and a^ve (founder far 
That’s certaine granted) pray, my Lord, remember 
Shee’s but yoiu- mothers Gentlewoman, and whom 
perhaps 

The Butler has oftener folded up, then ere 
He did his table linen. 

Alber. No more, you’l anger me. 

Newm. Youl anger me agen then : we Imps of 
Mars, 

Should know no other miftreiTes, then what the Camp 
contains, 

I nere duifl love itfa’ field (many in the Citie 



Albertus Walien/ldn. 45 

I’ve had copulation with all trades) but one poore 
futlers wife, & 

She as faire too, as was the kettle which (he boyl’d 
her beefe in, 

O how the fweet finell of her amber greace 
And kitchin-iluffe perfum’d my greedy nollrils, 

Yet on this beauty doted I (infpir’d by infurredlion of 
the fle(h) 

And gave her to cuckol’d the good corporall her hus- 
band 

Jnt. Ifahella. 

Ten comely dollers, and the divell take her, (he 
paid me with a pox. But fee, here comes the 
Lady of the Lake, for whom you good fir Lancelot 
make thefe lamentations ; be not you baihfull now, 
but fall on boldly heart, let me drill her for you, 
if her body be under Musket proofe, 'tis ten to 
one my moms pike lhall enter • to her, to her. 

£)at. Newm. 

IfaM. Surpriz’d by him alone, O my jull feares. 
Albert. Why, cruell faire one, Ihould you fhun his 
fight, 

Whofe very foule moves in your eyes, or why 
Should your bleil voyce, fpeake health to all the 
world. 

Yet threaten death to me : look on my youth. 

My hopefull youth, which in the adlive war, 

Has taught old Souldiers difciphne : behold it 
Nipt by the cold froll of your icie beauty, 

As in a feaver languifhing to nothing, 

Forgetfull of the noble pnde and ilrength. 

It has fo lately boailed, ’tis mjuil 
To fee me Hill over my foes vidlorious. 

Made by my felfe your captive, to infult 
Over your fuppliant vaffaile, would thofe eyes. 

Which can contradl hghts orbe into a glance. 
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Become impoverifti’d by a fmile, thofe cheekes 
Sully their native tin(5lure, ihould they bluih 
At your mindes cruelty, ’twould rather adde 
To the illuilnous excellence. 

Ifabd. My noble Lord. 

Albert. Stay, you muft not fpeake yet. 

There’s not an accent ilTumg from your lips, 

But has the power, (hould thunder fpeak, to charme 
To peacefull quiet the afhighted world. 

And would llrike dumbe my pailion : bed of 
Virgins 

There is not that difparity ’twixt our births, 

As there’s inequall difference ’twixt our hearts, 

Mine’s all on hre, dare combat with the Sun 
For heats priority, yours Mountame fnow, 

Cold as the north, and cruell as my fortunes : 

Yet you may make them equall as your eyes 
are. 

By yeelding up that fort, which will, when time 
Has given it ceremonious pnviledge, be perhaps 
By fome unworthy groome, without refiffance 
Surpnz’d and entred. 

Ifabd. My Lord, bad cuftome is become 
In men a fecond nature to deceive 
Poore Virgms by their flatteries ; noble youth, 

That I doe love you dearely, may thefe teares, 

Shed for your folly tellifie ; looke backe 
Into your priceletfe honour, call that up 
To aflifl the fortrefle of your minde aflail’d 
By foule unlawfull paflion : thinke how bafe ’tis, 

To rob a filly Orphan of her dowry ; 

I have no other but my Virgin whiteneffe. 

Left to uphold my fame, nought but my vertue 
To my inheritance ; (hould you difpoile me 
Of that faire portion by your lull, my memory, 

Would like an early Rofe bud by that tempeu, 

Dye on its owne llalke blafted. 

Albert. I doe dreame fure. 

Ifabd. Womens fames fir, 
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Are like thin Chiyllall glades, by a breath 
Blowne into excellent forme, and by a touch, 

Ciackt or quite broken : fay I diould confent 
To your defires, your appetite once feted. 

You would repent the fa<£l, when you ftiould fee 
Your felfe flirrounded in a mill of cares. 

View balhfull Virgins point at you, as at 
Some hatefull prodigie ; heare matrons cry. 

There goes the ludfull thiefe, that glories in 
The fpoyle of innocent Virgins, that foule thiefe. 

That has a hundred eyes to let lull in at. 

As many tongues to give his wild thoughts utterance. 

Albert. Sure fome Angell inhabits here. 

This cannot be a Manfion 

For mortall frailty ; fweet farewell, good night, 

I would not have my over fewcie love. 

Commit a rude intrufion on thy peace. 

Though parting with thee be more torment to 
me. 

Then to forgoe mine eyes , may all the joyes 
Of healthfull llumbers crowne thy bed, thy dreames 
Be free from paraphrafing on my memory. 

Left it affright you , once more, Deare, good 
night, 

While you with pleafing happy deeps are bleft, 
rie feeke fome way to my etemall reft. 


Exeunt. 


Es^licit AHus primus. 
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Aftus fecundus : Scena prima. 


IVallen/letn, Waymar, Brandenburge, Tertzki^ Kin6ski, 
JUawe, Niewman, Gordon, Leflt, Butler. 

Wallenf. The honour you have done me mighty 
Pnnces, 

Eleflors of the facred Romane Empire, 

By this your perfonal vifit does ingage 
So much our gratitude, that what our felves, 

And the moft ab\e forces of out friends, 

Can in requitall afl, ftiall be perform’d. 

Mutual! difcourfes often mingle foules. 

And as the Artenes convey the blood 
Throughout the body, they from mind to mind 
Convey affedlion : to this end we did 
Intreat this meeting, that our conference might 
Joyne in an individuall league our hearts. 

Bran. This happy treaty, glorious Duke, fhall 
bring 

Blell peace once more with turtles wings, to foare 
Over the German Provinces ; fhall dry 
Teares from the eyes of mothers, while the Virgins 
Shall dedicate their boures to joyfull Hymnes, 

In honour of your ment 
Warn. The llurdy boore 
Shall plough his fields in fafety, and afcribe 
To you, great Duke, that happmelfe : ’twas you. 

Who when Bellona thundred through the land. 

Did Hop the (leebwing'd Goddefie in her courfe. 

Who when our Armies, like a raging iloud, 

Did beare downe all before them, did oppofe, 
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The greedy torrent, boldly turn’d it backe, 

Into Its native body, and conjoyn’d 
With you fo inur’d to conqueft, he were leffe 
Then man, and more then coward, that could 
feare 

Any infuing dangers. 

Wall. You doe me too much honor, mighty 
PrmccF : 

And now my brave confederates in Armes, 

Where bufineffe of import commands attendance, 

That time’s mif-fpent, that’s fpent m ufeleffe words, 

I (hall fo pleafe you, therefore fpeake the caufe, 

(In briefe) which urg’d me to defire this con- 
ference. 

And give you reafons for my Hrange revolt. 

From my fo long lov’d Mafler. 

Bran ’Twas the end 
We onely came for. 

Waym. The foie reafon 
That drew us to this meeting. 

Wallenf. Thus in bnefe then. 

How I have ferv’d this Emperour, thefe wounds 
That beautifie my body (caufe the markes 
Of my juft loyalty) given by your fwords. 

Can beare me righteous witneffe ; but good fervice 
To a malicious and ingratefull Pnnce, 

Are rather caufes of fufpedl, then love, 

And when mens adlions doe tranfcend reward. 

They then defend to punilhment (my caufe 
Is rightly dated thus) for when my felfe, 

(I well may fpeake it without partiall boaft) 

Had like his Eagle in my powerfull gnpe. 

Snatch’d up his Crowne that lay defpis’d on earth, 
And heav’d it up to Heaven, borne all the waight. 
Which yours, the Danifli and the Swedilh force. 
Could load thefe Ihoulders with ; nay (hooke it off 
Lightly, as wmdes in Autumne doe from trees. 

Their wither’d Summer garments : then, even then. 
When my juft hopes were pregnant with conceit 
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Of Wreathes and tiiumphes (as a brave reward) 

My Souldiers by his Mandates were forbid, 

To obey me as their Generali, and my felfe 
Commanded llraightway to refigne my charge, 

All my great power which I had bought with 
blood, 

Unto Mattktas Gallos my Field-MarihalL 
Saxon. Infufiferable injury 1 , 

Bran. Inhumane and unihear’d of ingratitude I 
Wallen. Nay more. 

As I had been a Traytor then in faifl. 

He did endevour my furpnze, to bring me 
A prifoner to Vienna : thinke then Lords, 

When both my pricelede honour and my life 
Were at one (lake propos'd, if I’de not caufe 
To play my game with cunning skill, when thefe 
Mv brave Commanders from their martiall eyes. 

Did for my wrongs died teares of blood, cal’d 
on me. 

As on their friend, their father, not to leave 
My Sons my Souldiers : if I their requeft 
Perform’d, I fav’d my honour and my life. 

But if the Emperors, I gave up them both 
To plaine perfpicuous ruine : yet in not 
Accomplilhing my Mailers harih commands. 

The name of treaion brands me (but paile that,) 

I of two evils chofe to take the lead. 

Rather to draw upon me Ccefars bate, 

Then to forlake my charge and fouldiers loves : 

And now being free m my owne foule as thought 
Unfought to (l^rds) and unconilrain’d, 1 offer 
Tafliil againll this Emperor (this thing 
Made onely up of name and voyce) whom we 
Will breake as ihowers doe bubles, which them- 
felves 

Of nothing had created. 

Saxon. So welcome 
Is this your proffer’d amity, no bleffing 
Heaven in its fulled bounty could have ihowr’d 
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Could have arriv’d more pleafing, and to (hew 
How much we prize your firiendlhip, let your fon, 
Young Frederi^ be adianc’d to my daughter, 

The tye of nature to the tye of blood, 

Will make the union perfeifk 

Walltnf. 'Tis an honour, 

We are bound in duty to accept, my Lords, 

In noble foules no thought fhould once admit 
Sullen delay, our progrelle ihould be fwift. 

As IS the padage of unlimited fire 
In populous Cities ; or as windes, whofe force 
Does at their birth rend ope the llubbome wombe 
Of the dull earth their mother, great defignes 
Should by great fpints onely be purfu’d. 

And our lall bufinelTe is our fpeedy conference 
With Chancellor Oxenjlern, and the French £m- 
bafiador. 

Actions that carry an unufuall weight. 

Ought lull to flye at an unufuall height 

Exeunt Wallenf. Bran. Waym. Tert. Kint. lllaw. 

Lfjle. So, let the duH 

Halfe-fpinted foules, who ilrive on reremice wings. 

By that which fooles terme honeily, to climbe 
Toth’ top of honour, m their filly vertue 
Boad, while ingenious and more adbve fpirits, 

In a diredt line without flop or hindrance, 

Mount to their wiftves, yet ith’ worlds elleeme. 

Are held as reall, and indu’d with goodnefie. 

This Wallenflem, like a good eafie Mule, 

Have I led on byth’ nofe to this rebellion, 

Fir’d with fuch venome as will fpread. 

Like fwift infedlion through his fonle : thefe two 
Shall be my agents to atchieve my ends, 

Factors in cunning to vent forth my intentions. 
Lieutenant Colonel Gordon, and my good 
Captaine Butler. 

Gordon, We were mufing. 
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What ferious thought it was, that could fo long 
Detaine you from our conference. 

Lefle. Faith I was ftudymg 
On our great Generals fortunes, upon which 
Our hopes and lives depend; what thinke you of 
them I 

Gordon, Well at lead, wee’r bound 
To hope the heft, he’s in himfelfe to mighty, 

He feemes above his fate. 

Butler. His plots doe carry 
A faire and fpecious out fide. 

Lefle. 'Tis a figne, 

Corruption is within them, noble friends, 

Fou are my country-men, and if my life 
May preferve yours from rmne, I fhall deem it 
Religioufly imploy’d . if you difcover 
What I intend to utter, ’twill but fend 
My age tome houres before its dellin’d minute, 

Unto my grave, and I moll willingly, 

Shall dye the caufes martyr. 

Gordon. By our honours. 

No fyllable fhall ever pafle our lips. 

What you in love reveale to us. 

Lefle. Thus then friends, 

Rebellion never yet could boall a happy 
Or profperous penod, Wcdlenfletns defignes 
Are bmlt on land, and with the Emperours breath 
Will be difperll into the ayre : I fpeak not this. 

That I doe hate the man, heavens know I love 
His perfon, but detell the caule he jullifies. 

Gord. True, the dignity of Princes, 

Does make what ever quarrels fubjedis raife 
Againfl their Soveraigns, odious. 

Lefle. Shall we then, 

Here in a flranger country, violate 
The Lawes of hofpitality, unmake the ancient 
faith 

Afcnb’d unto our Nation, by aflifling 
A Traytor ’gainll his lawfall Prince, a Generali 
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Againil that power which gave him that com- 
mand, 

Betray that royall Mailer, to whofe bounty 
We owe our lives : firil rather let’s refolve, 

To open all his treafons, his proceedings, 

Unto our Lord the Emperour. 

Gord. ’Tis veiy juft, 

And in my, judgement requifite. 

Butler. I doe approve it 
Lefle. ’Twere meere madnelle. 

And he that does millike it, beares no bimne, 

No foule about him : Inftead of flight prefer- 
ment. 

Which (ihould our General! profper) we at beft, 
Could but expedl, we lhall have Ca^es, Lordihips, 
Earledomes, nay Provinces, be fill’d the favers, 
Prefervers of the Empire, have our names, 

As ’twete in triumph fung about the ftreets, 

In popular acclamations, thmke then friends. 

How fane thefe certaine honours will furpafle 
Our atry expedlations : come lets poft 
Straight to Vienna^ and infoime the Emperour 
Of all’s proceedings, in this great affaire. 

We mull not ufe our fortune, but our care. 


Exeunt, 
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Scena fecunda^ Frederick, Albertm, 
Newman. 


Neum. Pi(h, peri(h dill in ignorance, am I, 

Who am grand mailer in the art of Love, 

Not able to inftru^l a limber youth 
Of the firll growth, your brother here makes love 
In an ill favor’d tone, and skrewes his coun- 
tenance, 

As he were linging of lamentable Ballads 
Of Ttllus overthrow, but you for your part, 

(I’ve knowne you of an urchin) are fo fiery. 

You fpeake all fquibs and crackers, cany a Canon 
In your mouth, you’l fnght the Lady, Ihe’l imagme 
You come to ravilh her. 

Aibert. The Colonell 
Tells you, your owne, good brother. 

New, I’ve told you yours too, or I’m much 
miilaken, 

You love, ’tfliould feeme, the faire Emilia, 

A pretty wench, they lay, but that’s no matter. 

Your fathers are agreed on't, and you’d have me 
Shew you the readied way, how to accod her 
Negatively, I will demondrate indantly. 

Fred, 1 fiiall obferve your dodlime mod exa£Uy. 
Newm. Pray obferve. 

You mud not then accod her with a flirug. 

As you were lowzie, with your Lady, fweet Lady, 

Or mod fuper-excellent Lady, 

Nor m the Spamlh garbe, with a date face. 

As you had new been eating of a Raddidi, 

And meant to fwallow her for mutton to’t : 
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Nor let year nrords, as that I’m moil afraid of, 

(’Caufe ’tis your natuiall mood) come rumbling 
forth, 

inher’d with a good fuli-mouth’d oath, I love you : 
But fpeake the Umguage of an overcomming Lover ; 

I doe not meane that ftrange pedanticke phrafe, 

Us’d by fome gallants, who doe aime at wit, 

And make themfelves ilarke alTes b/t, praife their 
rniilreides 

By th’ Sun and Aars, while the poore girles imagine. 
They meane their iignes, their Mercers or Per- 
fumers 

Inhabit at (for fure beyond thofe Planets 
They’ve ftudied no Allrologie) but you muft 
In gentle, free, and genuine phrafe deliver 
Your true affe^ion, praife her eye, her lip. 

Her nofe, her cheeke, her chin, her neck, her 
breft, 

Her hanij, her foot, her leg, her every thing. 

And leave your rofes and your lihies for 
Your country froes, to make nofegayes of : 

But flay, here comes your Miilris, her father too, 
la coaference ; /all on my Muzmdon, 

While we retreat 


Inf. Waymar, Emilia, 

Alber. Speed your endevors, brother. 

Ex. Newm, Alber. 

Waym. ’Tis fo concluded ’twixt me and his 
father. 

For both our goods, be not you nice Emika, 

The noble youth’s fo funuih’d with all worth, 

You needs muft hke him. 

Emilta. Good fir give me licenfe. 

To let my eye diredl my heart to love. 

And if young Frederuke be the mailer of 


n a 
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Such abfolute gifts, doubt not but I Ihall find 
them. 

Waytn. My Lord I’m glad 
Of this faire interaew, 1 and my daughter 
Were even conferring of yon ; fir as yet 
She’s Ibmething timorous, dreads a Souldiers lookes. ' 
Fred She needs not fir. 

She beares a fpell about her that would channe 
A Scythians native fiercenelle into foftnelle, 

Thofe fpirit-breathing eyes, my Lord, which can 
Kill as they pleafe, or quicken with a glance. 

JVaym. Now they are enter’d, 

He fteale away and leave them. 

Fred. Gentle Lady, 

To make the addrelTes of my love-ficke heart, 

Plaine and apparent to you, ^t you may. 

Search through my foule, and find it all your 
creature. 

Give me your patient hearing. 

Emil. ’Tis a requeft. 

Might tax my manners, Ihould I deny it to 
One of your noble quality ; ufe your pleafure. 

Fred Which confifts 
In viewing your bnght beauty ; the idea 
Of all peifeflions, which the jealous heavens 
Durft ever lend to earth-divineft Lady, 

The gentle ayre which circumfcribes your cheeke, 
Leaving its panting kifles on the flowres, 

That in that Tempe blolTome, does not love 
Thofe fields of punty more then mme eyes do. 

Mine, Lady, is a holy. 

An intelle^uall zeale, fuch as the Angels 
And Saints, who know no fexes do affe£l by. 

Pail imitation too, Ihould they who ftnve 
To trace me, take ihe conftancy of Swans, 

Or never-changing Turtles, as dieir patternes. 

Emtlia. Sir, it feemes 

You’ve ftudied complement as well as Armes, 

But he’s a foolifli Lover, who to gaine 
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His Miilris, dare not proimfe what you have utter’d, 
but I muft 

Have more then verball aflurance of your love. 

Fred. By your faire felfe I’m reall, do intend, 
What I’ve deliver’d with as much true zeale, 

As Anchorits do their prayers : I love your minde, 
Your excellent minde, and for its fake, the pure 
Shnne, vfhich containes that blelSng, this fair 
building, 

This pallace of all happinefle, and intreat you. 

As you have mercy in you, to take pitty 
Upon my loves ftem fuffenngs, and redreffe them, 

By your confent to take me for your husband. 

Emilia. Sir you are an over^hally Lover, to 
imagine 

I can at firft fight of your perfon, be 
Surpriz’d and yeeld, they mull be Arong allure- 
ments, 

MuA tempt a balhfull Virgin Aill inur’d 
To no companion hut her feares and blulhes, 

To give her heart away, and live in thraldorae. 

Unto a Aranger. 

Fred. Love, Madam, has Eagles eyes ; it can 
beget acquaintance, 

'Even in a moment, fuddenly as time. 

The time that does fucceed it Farewell. 

I will not have my over-hally zeale, 

Urge your mild fufferance further, pray think on 
me 

As one who’ve plaid my fall extent of bhfle, 

In your injoying, think you are the land wracke. 

By which the brittle veAell of my hopes, 

MuA through Loves-fwelling Ocean be direifled. 

To a fafe harbor, honour me to kiAe 

Your faire hand : Lady now farewell, no bliffe 
Can be in'Love, till we know what it is. 


Exeunt, 
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Scena tertia. 


ferdittand, King of Hungary, Gallos, Queflenberge. 


Emptr. Crownes are perpetual! cares, and to their 
heads, 

That weare the wreath Imperial!, are annext. 
Forraigne invafions oft may (hake a (late, 

Sut civil! broyles are the impetuous fire-brands, 

That bume up Common-wealths ; to quench 
A flame domeflicke we are met, which will 
Like flame increafe, by going on ( this late 
Revolt of Wallenjletn. 

Hungar. Perfidious flave f 
On whom your plenteous bounties fhowr'd fo fail. 
They feem’d to drown him, he whofe great com- 
mands, 

Could not know ought above them, but your 
felfe. 

The Generali of your forces of Gleyawe, 

Mecklenburg, Sagan, Frtdland, fill’d the Duke, 

He to invert your owne Armes ’gainfl your felfe 
Swels my vext foule to thinke on ’t 
Emper. ’Tis not words, 

Or aery threatnings will appeafe the mifchiefe. 

It muft be done by force , Matthias Gallas, 

Have you according to our late commands, 

Given order for the levying new forces, 

To oppofe this Traytor. 

Matth. Mighty Sir, I have. 

And feen them muflied. 

Emp. To what amounts their number. 
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Gall. Threefcore thouland. 

Hung. A royall Armie bad they been train’d 
In Military difcipline, experience 
Is halfe the foule of Armes, we will take order, 

To have them taught the exercife of Aimes, 

By thofe Hungarians troupes which we brought 
hither. 


ltd. a tn^en^ 

Emp. Now fir, your bufineffe. 

M^en. Mighty fir, 

The Governor of Egtrs, Colonell Gordon, 
Attended by Lieutenant Colonell Butler, 

And Colonell Lejle doe defire admittance 
Into your prefence. 

Emp. Let them enter. 

They are his fiiends, and may perhaps difcover 


Int. Lejle, Goraon, Butler. 

Some of his trechenes : Noble llrangers wel- 
come, 

I doe conceive ’tis bufineffe of importance 
Has drawne you hither, in Colonell Lejles lookes 
I read affaires of confequence, with which 
His adbve brame does teeme, and fame would be 
By 's tongue deliver’d. 

Lefle. Moll mighty Cafar, 

To indeare the fervice to you, I lhall doe you, 

By guilding o’re each circumllance, its waight 
And confequence, fince ’tislny bounden duty, 

To you, my royall Mailer, would but Ihew, 

Pnde and arrogant love in me the author. 

To my owne a^ and lo ’twould rather lellen 
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Then amplifie my merit ; how I’ve ferv’d you 
Under command of him, whom in due juibce 
I cannot mention now without foule curies, 

Revolted Wallenjlnn is to thefe Lords, 

And your great feUe bell knowne. 

Emp. And our rewards 
Shall ftrive to pay thofe fervices. 

L^. But when I faw him 
Put off his faith, abandon his allegeance, 

Accounting all your bounteous favors trifles. 

Unto the mountainous pile of his defervings. 

And like a black cloud hung o’re all your Empire, 
Uncertaine where to break and in 's vaft thoughts, 
Afpir'd your facred dignity and life, 

I like his Genius skrewd mto his counfels. 

Explor’d his plots and treafons, and have found 
them 

So foil of eminent danger. 

Gordon. So malicious. 

Lefle. Empty of worth and honour, it had been 
A finne beyond the homdll punifliments. 

To have conceal’d them from you, and which moft 
Tortures my loyall thoughts, as 't had not been 
Sufficient for him to rebell himfelfe. 

He has form’d a league defenlive and offenfive, 

With your moll eager enemies, Saxon Waymar, 
Braridenburg, Ar)uim, and Gujlavus Horne, 

And had a perfonall meeting for that purpofe. 

Butler. And 'tis to be fear’d. 

That if fudden power flop not their progrefle 
They will with fpeedy violence invade you, 

Heere in your capitall City. 

Emper. Worthy llrangers. 

In this one a£l you've Ihowne your felfe more faith- 
full, 

Then all my home-borne fubjefls, but be fore 
If gratitude can equall your deferts. 

You fhall injoy that amply : Noble Ixfle, 

The time is come now, and the delemma call> 



Albertus Wallenfiein. 

That muft conclude our Empire, which we nmil 
Unto thy care commit ; to kill a Traytor, 

Is a defending adlion, for thou {Ink’ll 

Then with the Sword of Julhce : wilt thou adde 

This one afl to thy former high defervings, 

Kill this Aich-ReMl. 

Zejle. 'Twas an office. 

We ihould have beg’d, beleev’t he’s dead already, 
lie kill him in his pnde, in all his glones. 

With fuch fecunty, as I would fleepe 
After a, tedious watching. 

Em^. And expedl, 

■WTiat e’re your hopes can wiffi, fo with all fpeed 
Back to your charge, be carefull, come my Lords, 
Fate now does imile upon us, and the ilorme 
Which threatned us, is fuddenly growne calme. 

Exeunt, Emp. Hung. Quejl. Gallos, 

Lefle, Now our hopes 

May reft, bell fnends, alTur’d of good fucceCTe, 

’Tis in our hands, our fates, and we have hearts. 

Dare venter on this Giant Duke, and lift him 
With as much eafe from earth, as the bnght Sun 
Does dull and lazie vapors, nor let dangers 
Fnght us from the atchievement, fince the juilice. 

The caufe does carry, is a certaine armour, 

’Gainft all the alTaults of penll, which in it felfe 
Is but an Apnl ilorme, no fooner fhowne 
To fright the ayre, but by th’ next wind o’re- 
blown. 


Expbcit AUtts fecundus. 
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A6lus tertius : Scena prima. 


Fredericke, Emilia. 


Frtd. Divined Lady, 

I hope your late refufall of my love, 

Is alter'd now by your more gentle pitty, 

My condancie carries more iUength about it, 

Then to be bladed with your fird repulfe, 

In the fame righteous caufe of my affeflion 
I mud again be advocate, and hope 
My fute will be effe<Se4- 
Emilia. Alas, my Lord, 

Make me not thus the fubjeifl of your mirth. 

Or Complement, your foide is too fecure 
In its owne manly vertues from furpnze 
Of weake affection, efpecially of mine 
Who am fo worthlelle in my felfe, I cannot 
Boad thofe high glones, as to be vidlorious 
Over fo brave a Conquerour. 

Frtd. Thofe bnght eyes. 

Like Heavens bled light, when from a mid of 
clouds 

He peepes, and gilds the earth with brightnelTe, 
can 

Quicken and fire even marble hearts with love. 

Thaw foules of ice, my Emilia, 

A malefactors feares are more upon him, 

E’re he doe come to 's tiiall, then when he heares 
The Judge pronounce the fentence of his death : 

*Tis fo with me, and I fhould be more bled, 

To heare that voyce of yours, 
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That Angels voyce (too fweet for fuch diie ufe) 

With a fevere refulall llrike me dead, 

Then live tonnented in a fad fufpence, 

Ignorant of my delliny. 

Emilia. My Lord, 

If I Ihould frame my Virg^ thoughts to love. 

They Ihould be fixt on you, but I’m fo well 
Content, and fetled in a Vngin life, 

I cannot wifh to change it 
Ere. Not to imbrace 
A larger frock of happines, Emilia. 

Virginity is but a Angle good, 

A Imppinefre which like a mifers wealth. 

Is as from others, fo from your owne ufe, 

Lock’d up and clofely cabin’d, fince it not admits 
Communication of its good, when you 
Shall m the frate of marriage freely tafre 
Natures choice pleafures, tt^t fame happineffe 
You were created for. 

Emtl. You have prevail’d Sir ; 

You who are frill vidlorious o’re your foes. 

Mull needs remaine a Conqueror o’re your friends. 
My Lord, receive me freefy, I am yours 
For ever. 

Fred. This chafre kille lhall feale the contraifl. 
Come my Emilia, love is fuch a wealth, 

As mull be gain’d by free confent, not Health. 
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Scena fecunda. 


Wallmflein, Dutch^e, Newman, Terzkt, Kintzki, 
niawe. 


Wallen/. Are they agreed yet, Newman. 

Newm. Faith my Lord, 

The Virgin Lady’s fomething fearefull, feares 
A man of warre Ihould board her, left his charge 
Should make her keele fpUt, my Lord Frtdnckt 
Is of that rough demeanour, fpight of my 
Inftnidions, he will never learne to woe 
In the due phrafe and garbe. 

Wallen/ I doe admire, 

The fond bafe carnage of our giddy youth 
In love affaires, and grieve to fee my fonnes, 

(Who fliould inhent from me my great fpint, 

As well as fortune) fo degenerate from 
My mafculine courage ; when ith’ blooming pnde 
Of my green youth I flourifti’d, my defires 
Aym’d alwayes rather in the tented field 
To fpend my houres, then on a downy Couch, 

To fee the face of a fteme enemy befmear’d , with 
blood, 

Pleas’d me farre better then a Ladies lookes. 

Dutch. And yet you vow’d, 

E’re you won me, my Lord, you ne’re faw objedl, 
That fo much pleas’d your appetite. 

Wcdlen/. Perhaps 1 might. 

For the obtaming of my ends, defcend 
From my great fpint fo much, as to decline 
To idle Courtfliip, the buds and beafts will doe it 
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To late their appetites, the Aery Steed, 

(That in the fervor of a fight, oft times 
Neighs courage to his rider) when provok’d 
With eager heat, will kcke and bite his female 
Into the fame defire : The Spairowes bill. 

And with a chirping rhetoncke, feeme to court 

Enjoyment of their wifhes, which fulfil’d 

Dull as their jieads, they couch beneath their wings. 

And in a flumber, forfeit all remembrance 

Of their pad pleafures : Tet infatiate man. 

In his defire more hot then Steeds or Sparrowes, 

Will to obtaine it, quite deveft his foule 
Of all that's mafculine in him, and transfonne 
His very being into woman. 

Newm. Sure, 

My Lord intends to write fome Proclamation. 

’Gainfl wearing holland fmockes, fome furious Edidl 
'Gainll chantable leaguerers : I've knowne him, 

(And fo have you my Lords) for all this heat 
'Gamil woman-hood, purfue a futlers firoe, 

(And ihe had but one eye neither, with as much 
zeale. 

As e’re knight-errand did his faire Lindabrides, 

Or Clandiana. 


Ent. Fredrick, Emilia. 

Tert. My Lord, your fon and faire Emilia. 

Neum. The quarrel's reconcil’d. He lay my life 
on’t. 

Wallen/. Beauteous Lady, 

The contrafl ’twixt me and your father, touching 
The marriage 'twixt my fon and your fiiire felfe, I 
hope 

By your confent is ratified : my boy 
Lookes fprightly, as if he were new return'd 
From a triumphant victory. 
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Fred. My Lord, 

I am fo much a mailer of my wiihes, 

Hy being bleft in this faire Ladies love, 

I cannot wilh a happinelTe above 
What I polfelTe, onely would you be pleas’d. 
To deilmy the moil welcome houre for 
The confummation of our Nuptials. 

Wcdlenf. 'Tihall be accompliih'd 
With all ^e fpeed that preparations can 
Be made for the folemnity. Your newes fir. 


2nt. P<^. 

Page. 'My Lord, there’s Colonell Gordon, and 
fame others 

Newly arnv’d from Egers, beg admittance 
Into your prefence. 

Wallenf. Let them enter. 

They are my noble fnends. Madam take 
The bright Emtluz to your charge : Fredrick you 
Have leave to wait on your Miilns. Worthy iriendsr 

Ex. Dutch. Fred. Emil. 


Int. Gordon, I.elle, Butler. 

You’re dearely welcome, I prefume the bufinefle 
Muil be of much importance, that could draw 
You (without giving us fir ft notice of it) 

From Egers hither. 

Lefle. Mighty Sir, our fortunes. 

Our honours, lives, whatfoe’re we can call ours. 
Are fuch a debt to you, that we’r ingag’d, 

To iacnfice them all in any fervice 
For you, efpecially in this affiure 
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We’r now aniv’d about, fince it conoemes 
Your precious life, whi<± by that tyrant Cafar, 

At halfe the price and value of his Empire, 

Is fet to fale. 

Wallenf. Horror I as how, good ColonelL 
L^. When you lhall know fir 
The traytors (fuch his malice would have made 
them) 

Pick’d out for the allafinates of your peifon, 

You’l blefie you from his trecheries, as fi:om 
Infedlious damps, for the men, bell Generali, 

Are of fuch bofome trull, fo neere ally’d 
To all your councels, ’thad been as eafie for them 
To have adled your fad mine, as it is 
For me to fpeake this. 

Tert. Very llrange, pray name them. 

Even our felves. 

Our faithfull innocent felves, were thofe fiime mon- 
llers, 

Defign’d for to put in aCl his purpofe, who 
’Caufe we were mercenaries in this warfare. 

He thought as eafily we would fell our faiths. 

Courted us therefore with whole piles of honours, 
Mountaines of titles, mines of endlefie nches : 

But where our honours (land in competition, 

Thefe are but frivolous baits, trifles for children 
To play and toy withall, our faiths are chryllall. 
Which poifon cannot vitiate. 

Wallenf. And our love 
Shall llrive by yours to take a faire example. 

How to requite your trath, but pray what anfwer, 
Return’d you to this man more great in milchiefes, 
Then he’s in power ot title. 

Entertain’d 

His profler’d bounties with a fpecious Ihew 
Of thankfulnelle, nay promis’d to effedl 
His damn’d intent, befought him not to imploy 
Any other inllruments but our felves t’accomplilh 
The mine of your perfon : by this meanes 
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To free your deare life from the eminent danger, 

Of being by others aym’d at 
Tert. Thefe Ibangers loves 
Surpafle credit. 

WalUnf, To thanke you 
For this fame deare prefervall of my life, 

Bell friends, were to admit your adUon might. 
Receive by gratitude a fadsfadlion, 

But pray divide my foule, my hfe and fortunes, 

Are at your difpoiition : noble Lords, 

That this bafe Emperour feekes to take my life 
By trechery, is an apparant figne, 

He feares that I Ihoiild hve, and halfe victorious 
E’re blow be llrucken, are they whom their foes 
Dread, e’re they doe behold them : let’s go on then. 
Arm’d with our aides, backt with our caufes jullice, 
'Gamit this infulting Emperour, and refolve 
To puU the tyrant from his Throne, deftroy 
His very name, his memory, his alhes, 

With as much eafie freedome, as rough windes 
Demohfti crafie buildings. Colonel Gordon, 

Some five dayes hence we (hall arrive at Egers, 
There to make preparation for the Nuptials, 

Betwixt our fonne and faire Emilia. 

Come Lords, fince we amongft our felves are true, 
Conquell is ours, which we’l with fpeed purfue. 

Exeunt. 
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Scena teriia. 


Albertus folus. 

Alter. To be in love, nay to be fo in love, 

To put off all our reafon and difcourfe, 

Which does diflingmlh us from favage beafls, 

To dote upon a face (which like a mirrour, 

Sully’d by any breath) by the leaft iicknelTe, 

Growes pale and ghallly: Is not this meere mad* 
neffe, 

Why fhould ’t inhabit here then : fure the foule, 

As ’tis a fpirit of a fubtle effence, 

A forme as thm and pure, as is an Angels, 

Can ne’re be author of thefe wild defires, 

So oppofite to Its nature, the/r all fleftily, 

Sordid, as is the clay this frame's compos’d of. 

Shall the foule. 

The noble foul^ be Have to thefe wild paiJions, 

And bow beneath their waight : ha Ifabella. 


Int. Ifab. 

All reafon, fenfe and foule are in her lookes. 

There’s no difcourfe beyond them : cruell faire one. 
Are you llill refolute to peifill in your 
Strange tyranny, and fcome my conilant love. 

If^el. Doe not fir 

Abufe that facred title, which the Saints, 

And powers celeftiall gloiy in, by afcribing 
It to your loofe defires, pray rather cloth them 
In their owne attribute, terme them your lull fir. 
Your wild irregular lull, which like Aofe fire drakes, 
Mif-guiding mghted travellers, will lead you 

s E 
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Forth of the faire path of 70ur fame and vertue, 

To unavoided ruine. 

Alter. This is coynelle, 

A cunning coynefle, to make me elleeme 
At a high rate, that jewel] which you feeme 
To part from fo unwillingly (Merchants ufe it 
To put bad wares away :) deare Ifabdla, 

Thinke what exceflive honour thou (halt reape, 

In the exchange of one poore triviall gemme, 

And that but meerely imaginary, a voyce. 

And unfubilanliall elTence, yet for that 
Thou (halt have reall pleafures, fuch as Queenes, 
Prone to delicious luxury, would covet 
To fete their appetites : Think Ifabella, 

That harden Marble, though not cut by force, 

By oft diffiifion of felt drops, is brought 
Into what ever forme the Carvers fancie 
Before had deftin’d it : your heart’s that fubftance. 
And will by frequent oratory of teares, 

Be brought to weare the perfe<£l ftampe, the figure 
Of my ^edtion on it 

Ifabd. Thus befieg’d, 

It is high time, I fummon up my vertue, 

All that IS good, about ra^ to aflift 
My refolution 3 Sir, 1 would be loath. 

That you (hould fee me angry, ’tis a palTion 
My modefty is unacquainted with. 

Yet in this caufe, deare to me as my honour, 

I needs mull chide your palTion : O confider, 

Looke what a precipice of certaine mine, 

Your violent will (as on tome dangerous rocke. 

That ftnkes what e're dalhes upon’t, in pieces) 

Has call your heedlefte youth upon : my Lord, 

Why (hould you venter your whole flock of good- 
nefte, 

Upon forbidden Merchandize, a prize 
Which the moll barbarous pirats to the Lawes 
Of morall honefty, would feare to feize on. 

Both for its fandlity and trituaU value. 
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Alb. I’m thunder Arucke. 

Jfab. What foolifli thiefe, my Lord, would rob an 
Altar, 

Be guilty of the facriledge, to game 
A brasen cenfor : why ihould you then aSeA 
A fin fo great, as fpoihng me of honour, 

For fuch a poore game, as the fatisfymg 
Your fenfusul appetite ; think, good my Lord, 

The pleafures you fo covet, are but like flattering 
mornings, 

That (hew the riling Sun in his full brightnefle, 

Yet doe e’re night bury his head m tempefls. 

Alb. I’m difinchanted, all the charmes are fled. 
That hung like mills about my foule, and rob'd it 
Of the faire light of vertue : excellent Angel, 

You have that power in goodnefle, as (hall teach 
Wonder, that child of ignorance, a faith, 

No woman can be bad : I doe confelle, 

Big with the rage of ray intemperate lull, 

1 came to blaA your punty, but am 
Become its perfect convert, fo reclaym’d 
By your bell goodnefle from thefe foule intentions. 
Hell has not llrength enough to tempt my frailty, 
Toth’ like wild loofenefle , pray fweet forgive roe, 
Seale it with one challe kifle, and henceforth let 
me 

Adore you as the faver of my honour, 

My truth and fames preferver. 

Ifab. I am glad 

I’ve wrought this reclamation on your folly, 

And trull me, I (hall ever love this in you. 

Though my more humble thoughts (hall ne’re afpire 
To affefl your pexfon. 

Alb. Had you yeelded to my delires. 

Been no whit vertuous, I fliould have elleem’d you, 
(My loofer heat by your confent extinguilh’d) 

But as a faire houfe haunted with goblins. 

Which none will enter to polTelTe, and bleA me 
From the prodigious building; when now. 


E 2 
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Big with the chade afTurance of jrour vertue, 

I doe befeech you by your love, your mercy, 

Looke on my innocent love, more fpotlelfe 
Then are the thoughts of babes, which ne’re knew 
foulenelTe, 

Accept me for your husband, dart not liady. 

By your faire felfe I meane it, doe intreat it 
As my extent of happinede. 

Jfab. This my Lord, 

Is too extreme oth’ other fide, as much 
Too meane I hold my felfe to be your wife. 

As my owne fame and honour did edeeme me 
Too good to be your proditute : My Lord, 

The wivmg Vine that ’bout the friendly Elme, 

Twines her foft limbes, and weaves a leavie 
mantle 

For her fupporting Lover, dares not venter. 

To mix her humble boughes, with the imbraces 
Of the more lofty Cedar ; ’Twixt us two 
Is the fame difference : Love my Lord and hope 
A nobler choice, a Lady of your owne 
Ranke ; all the ends my poore ambition 
Shall ever ayme, (hall be to love your worth. 

But ne’re afpire your Nuptials. 

Alber, You’re too humble, 

Impofe too meane a value on a gemme. 

Kings would be proud to weare, deare Ifahdla, 

Let not thy moded fweetneffe interpofe 
A new impediment ’twixt my lawful! dames; 

And thy owne Vedall chadity, let not feare, 

(To thy fex incident) of my fathers wrath 
Stagger thy refolution ; thou fhalt be 
To me, my father, mother, brother, fnend. 

My all of happineife ; if we cannot here 
In peace injoy our wifhes, we will love 
Like Turtles in a Defart, onely bled 
In one anothers company. 
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EfUer Fred. Newm, 

New. Why look you fir, yonder’s the cock oth 
game, 

About to tred yon ginny hen, they’r billing ; 

Shall we retire, my Ixird, perhaps they are going 
to’t, . 

And ’twould be a (hame to fpoile their fport. 

Fred. I am relolv’d, I’le fpeake to him. 

Newm. Your pleafure mud be accomplifii’d, 

But take heed we draw not the Virgins curfes on us 
Both, take heed on’t, it will fall heavy. 

Alber. Surpriz’d, and by my brother, prethy 
fweet 

Withdraw, I would not have thy timorous eares, 
Frighted with his loud anger. 

Fred. Save you brother, 

You’ve parted with your Miftreffe, pray tell me. 

Does (he kilfe well, has (he a fragrant lip t 
Are her demeanours courtly, apt to ravi(h I 
Are you refolv’d to run away with her, 

And thin the. honour of oar feniily. 

For her fweet fake ? 

Atber. Gentle brother, 

You fpeak a language I nor underhand. 

Nor value much the meaning. In your love 
I medled not, and ’t had been manners in you. 

Not to have intruded upon mine, your prefence 
Being unrequired. 

Fred. You’r very confident, 

Young Gallant, in defence of your brave Millreffe, 

I know you are in love, bravely in love 
With a tnm Chamber-maid, a thing made up 
Of a cad Taffatie gowne of an old Wardrobe : 
Degenerate brother, were I not aflur’d 
Of your chade mothers vertues, I fhould quedlon, 
Whither my father got you, but I’m come 
To difinchant thy fenfes from the charmes, 
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That hatefiill witch throwes on them, but refolve 
Quickly to quit her, or by Heaven ihee'd better 
Commix with lightning. 

Alter. Pray, good brother ufe 
Your threats upon your Corporals, or llampe 
At your tame Lanceprefados, when they doe not 
Performe your charge , your rage upon your boyes, 
Were more becomming, then upon your brother : 

If you will fit, and with attentive patience, 

Marke what I fhall deliver, I will give you 
Reafons for my intentions, but if not. 

You may depart unfatisfied. 

Fred. Well Sir, be bnefe, I lhall attend you. 

Alt. In tuiefe, I love faire Jfabella, fo 
As honour, not the vicious heat of youth. 

Commands me to affe(5l, I love her vertue. 

And have in that as noble, nch a dowry, 

As the addition of eftate and blood. 

Which you have acquir'd in your late happy 
match 

With young Emilia. 

Fred. Dare you, boy, name her, 

And my Emtba as paralels 
Alb. Why, good brother, 

Though ftie tranfcends her in her birth and fortunes. 
Yet in the rare indowments of her minde. 

She is her equall, vertue has a foul as precious 
In peafants as in Princes, 'tis a birth-right 
None can deprive them of, who truly have it. 

*Ti 8 fo with Ifabella. 

Fred. You doe intend to many her 
Alb. Yes brother. 

Fred Shee is a Whore. 

Alb. ’Tis a mod fcandalous lye, and on your 
heart. 

He prove her chafle and vertuous as Emlia, 

As your Emilia. 

Fired. Have at yoa 


FighL 
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Fnt. Tertski, Kintski, Neuman^ Jllawe. 

Neum. Help to beat down their fwords, ny 
Lords, 

Death, Frednck^ Albertus, what doe you meane t 
Let’s beat them both, hart I thinke you’r drunk 
With Lubaks beere or Brunfwicks Mum. 

Kmt. For thame ' 

Put up your angry weapons. 

New. How fell you out Gentlemen, how fell yon 
out 

Tai. It was a fad misfortune, nor would I 
It fliould arrive unto our Generals notice. 

For halfe my Farledome : 'Las my Lord you bleed. 
A^. No matter, 

My blood could ne’re in more holy ufe 
Have been imploy’d. 

New. Now the heat’s over, do yon not both 
thinke 

Your felves a paire of coxcombs, come lhake 
hands, 

1 will make you both {lark drunke, but I will 
have you 

Good friends agen, brothers fall out, for lhame, 
Brothers fall out 


Exf licit ANus tertius. 
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AAus quartus : Scena prima. 


Wallenjldn, Frtdericke, Dukheffi. 

Wallmf. Can this be poflible. 

Fred. ’Tis a truth, 

And if your high authority countermand pot 
His fond intentions, he will wed her, and 
Diftionour our great Family. 

Wallen/. Call him hither. 

I Ihall inllrudt the gallant youth his duty. 

Dutch. But good my Lord, do not with too 
fevere 

A harihnefle chide the error of his love, 

LeA like a chryAall Areame, which unoppos'd 
Runs with a fmooth brow gently in its courfe, 

Being Aop’d oth’ fudden, his cdme nature not 
Into a wilfull Any, and perfiA 
In bis intended &nae. 

Wallen/. Gentle Madam, teach 
Your women how to dreffe you, here are none 
Doe need your prefencer or inAmdlion, you would 
have him 

Leape your neat Chamber-maid, and get a Mon- 
key 

For you to play withall : He is here. 

Pray you depart, Fredrtek attend your mother, 

1 would be pnvate. 


Jnt. Albert. 

Alb. Your Grace was pleas’d to fend for me; 
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Wattatf. Ididfo, 

Know you the caufe ? 

Alb. Not yet, my Lord. 

IVallenf. I am your Father fir, 

Whofe fi'ownes you ought to tremble at, whofe 
anger 

Should be as dreadfull to you, as Heavens curfes ; 
Looke on face, and reade my bufinefle there. 

Alb. Alas my Lord, your lookes 
Are dilcompos’d with rage, your fiery eyes, 

Rowle with the accuilom’d motion, they had 
wont 

To dart upon your enemies, I am 
Afifur'd my innocence can no way merit 
Your all-confuming anger. 

Wallen/. ’Tis a lye, 

A worthlefle lye, falfe as thy flattering hopes are. 

You are in love, mod gallantly in love 
With Jfabella, one who is compos’d 
Of paint and plaillers : thou degenerate monller, 
Traytor to fame, and pamcide to honour, 

Abjeft in thy condition, as thy thoughts are ; 

Teare this vil’d ftrumpet from thy foule, do 't 
quickly. 

Renounce her with all binding tyes can urge thee 
To keep thy faith, or 1 will quite put off 
The name of Father, take as little notice 
Thou art my of-fpnng, as the furly North, 

Does of the fnow, which when it has ingendred, 

Its wild breath fcatters through the earth forgotten. 

Alb. This was the killing fever I llill fear’d , 

Sir 1 Ihould be a firanger to your blood. 

As well as noble worth, ihould I commit 
Addons I lham’d to juftifie : I confeffe 
I love faire Ifahella, and befeech you, 

The meanenefle of her fortune and her birth 
Omitted, Ihe may be confer’d upon me 
In lawfull marriage. 

Wallen/. Dare you boy. 
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Speake this to me. 

Alb. I Ihould Sir be d^enerate 
From your great fpirit, Ihould I feare to utter 
What I doe wifli elfedled, were you a God, 

As being my Father, you’r but a degree 
To me beneath one, in a caufe fo righteous, 

1 Ihould not onely boldly crave your licenfe 
But hope to have it granted. 

Wallenf. Hell and iunes, 

Durit any mortall foole, but my owne illue. 

Venter to brave my fury thus ; refolve 
Villaine in full to fatisfie my purpofe, 

Doe It without regret, renounce this llrumpet 
Even from thy foule, abandon her remembrance. 

Or by my owne unweaned valour, better. 

And with more fafety thou mayll hug a wave. 

When its white lips kiffe heaven : yong fir your 
honor 

Is not your owne, for it you’r but my fa<£lor. 

And mull give me account, a ftn(5l account 
Of the errors you run in : to the Dull 
Of my great Ancellors, Hand I accountant 
For all my family, and their ble/l alhes 
Would breake their Marble lodgings, and come 
forth 

To quarrell with me, Ihould I permit this bar 
To llaine their glonous Heraldry. 

A/b. Great Sir, 

Can vertue be a blemilh, or true worth 
Difgrace Nobility , ’twas that at firll, 

When Nature made all equall, did dillinguilh 
'Twixt man and man, and gave a jull precedence 
To the moll worthy : Honour is Vertues of-fpnng. 
Since then the Angell, my affedlion’s fixt on. 

Is faire and vertuous, all the good that ever 
Durll with fraile flelh commix, or earth be proud of : 
How to our Families honour can Ihe brmg 
A diminution 1 Can fir the challe ice, 

Ejfs’d by the Sun, into its native fublUmce, 
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Pollute a chryftall River, forely rather 

It addes frelh moyfture to its ilreame. Aly Lord, 

I am your fonne, and have been Aill obedient 
To your commands ; O by your love, your vertue. 
Your never daunted vertue, I befeech you. 

Grant me this one requeA, wer't for my life, 

I Ihould not be to abjedl, as to fpend 
This breath for its redemption. 

IValim/. ' Well, thy prate 
Has overcome me, I am pittifull, 

Beyond my nature pittifiill to thee. 

Thou lhalt injoy thy wilhes. 

Aid. All the blelTings, 

Prayers can obtain from heaven, Ihowr dovn upon 
you 

For your fuperlative mercy. 

Wallenf. Stay and marke me, 

'T (hall be with this condition, that as foone 
As thou art wed, and haft injoy’d thy wiflies, 

Ere the next Sun nfe on you, you refolve 
Without remorfe, to kill your Jfabdla. 

Alb. Heavens protedl me 1 
Wall. Nay thou lhalt fweare it too : ’Las gentle 
boy, 

I know thy nature is too full of lire, 

To mix with fordid earth, and though thy lull, 

(Which IS but manhood in thee) prompt thee on, 

To tafte the fweets of Ifabellas beauty, 

1 know thou fcornft fo much to unmake thy 
Gentry, 

To take her for thy wife, perhaps Ihe will not 
Give up her honour, till the Church has feal’d 
That grant as lawful! ; freely I allow 
Her brave ambition, if as a reward 
Due to her haughty pride, thy own hands kill 
her, 

And fo wipe out the infamy. 

Alb. Strange cruelty I 
So tyrants us’d to grant ofienders life, 
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After their condemnation : to referve them 
To combat wild beaAs in the fpacioas Cirque* 

Or bloody Amphitheater : My Lord. 

Wallmf. Pifh I am deafe, inexorable as Seas 
Toth’ prayers of Mariners, when their linking 
Keel 

Is drunke with billowes. 


Ent. Dutch. IJahd and Page. 

Dutch. O my Lord, 

Your jullice on this curfed witch, thisthiefe. 

This morning I have loft out of my Cabinet 
The fo much valu’d Jewell, which your bounty 
Bellow’d upon me, none but Ihe and I 
Having been there lince ; Ihe mull be the thiefe : 
Force her to reftitution. 

Wall. 'Twas a gem. 

My mother gave me, which I did preferve 
With as much care, as votaries doe the reliques 
Of their protedling Saints : I gave it you. 

When in the eager fervor of my youth, 

I deftm’d you roy wife ; come hither minion. 

You who can Ileale the Jewels of mens hearts. 
With your inchanting forcenes, will not feare 
To make a venter upon pettier theft : 

Surah goe bid them wmt me here. 

Ifa, My Lord, 

I’m fo fecure in my own innocence, 

That Ihould your fory riot on my life, 

Twould not affright me, I Ihould meet my death, 
As willingly as I Ihould doe my reft. 

After a tedious watching, there’s no armour 
Like that of innocence, with which I’m guarded. 
And therefore laugh at punilhment 
Wal. So brave, 

I Ihal foon quell your infolence : lay hands 
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Ent. a Guard. 

On this ignoble llrumpet, hang her up, 

Here in my prefence. 

Alb. Stay fir, I doe befeech you heare me. 

Wal. Your intreaties 
Are cail on me, as fools throw oyl on fire. 

Striving to extinguilh it : hang her up. 

He hang you all elfe. 

Alb. Then Sir I will fpeake. 

Since you forget to be a &ther to me, 

I will put off my duty ; Fm refolv’d. 

Since ’tis impoflible that we fhould live. 

To dye together : nor doe not flave prefume. 

To touch this mine of punty, ’tis a treafure 
While I’m alive Hell cannot ravifli from me, 

(For fiends would feare to touch it) if you 
murder 

This fpotlefle innocent Virgin, you are (uch. 

So mercileffe a tyrant, as doe love 
To feed on your owne bowels, one whom na- 
ture 

Created for a curfe, and to get curfes. 

Such prodigies as I am, one whom all Lovers 
Shall tremble at, if mentioned ; one. 

Wallen/. Death have I loll my command, is he 
or I 

To be obey’d 1 hang her, if he refill, 

Kill the unnaturall Traytor. 

Ifab. Deare Albertus, 

Draw not a mine on thy prizeles life. 

For my defpis’d fake I will go to death. 

In full peace as does an Anchorite, that’s alTur’d 
Of all his finnes forgiveneffe. 

Alb. Sawcie divell, 
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Cany that touch of her to hell, ’twill ferve 
To mitigate thy tortures. 

Is run thros^K Kils one of the Guard. 

Dutch. O my Lord, what has your fury afled, 
Deare Albertus. 

AB). ’Twas a moil friendly hand, and I could 
kifle It, 

For the moll welcome benefit j Jjabella, 

In death thou givell me Me, thy innocence. 

Will like my guardian Angell, lafe convey me 
To yonder heavenly Manfion ; pray forgive me, 

Deare Sir, if in my over-hally zeale 

In this poore innocents quarrell, my wild fury, 

Tranfgrels’d my naturall duty, and as the lafi. 

Requell your dying fon can aske, take pitty 
On this moll innocent Maid ; thy hand, my faire 
one, 

And now as willingly I doe expire, 

As a blell Martyr, who does court the fire. 0 Ifabella. 

Dies. 


Dutch. O my deare Albert. 

Wall. Death Have, dare you play with a flame 
That lhall confume you. 

Hang her up, or torments lhall pay your breach of 
duty. 

Ifab. There friend, there’s all the Jewels I am 
niillris of. 

And that thou merits, pretbee be as fpeedy 
In thy difpatch, as fate it felfe ; there is 
A pure white Gholl in yon fame azure cloud, 

Experts me flraight, 1 come my deare Albertus. 

Is hctnfd. 

Wallen/. Take hence their bodies, ’twas a hope- 
full boy. 

And one 1 lov’d well, till his wild love 
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Made him fotget his duty ; and *tis better 
He di'd with fame, his fword in’s hand, then 
that 

He’d liv’d with foule diihonour : would he were 

Ahve agen, 1 do begin to feele 

Strange horrors here, and that big gueft, my foule. 

Is ftiaken as .with a nipping froll, hence idle grief, 

I muft be furnifli’d with more fpritly palfions. 

Thou art too heavy, fit for the fociety 
Of none but penfive women. All muft dy. 

Why fliould not he then, ’twas his deftiny. 


Exeunt. 
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Scena fecunda. 


Gordon^ Lejle^ Butter. 

Lefle. Are all your horfe in readinefle. 
Gordon. Yes, ’tis tune, 

That we were mounted, ’tis foure leagues at leaft 
Unto the Generals Canipe, and ’twill be late 
Ere we arrive there, are you yet refolv’d 
Upon the meanes, by which to put in pradlice 
Our long intended purpofe, our delay 
Will make the Emperour apt to call in queftion 
Our faiths integrity. 

Lejle. So great a bufineffe. 

Is not with eaiie fpeed to be perform'd : 

An eager hafle oft-times o’rethrowes the fortunes 
Of fuch affaires, if we once get him hither, 

Within our City walls, be confident^ 

He’s in his grave , but have you given command. 
That all your Souldiers be in readinefle, 

To waite the Generalls entry. 

Butler. They lhall be 
In their bed furniture of Armes, all drawne 
Into parada, he lhall have all pompe, 

And ornament of warre, to bid him welcome. 
Z^/Slr. Thefe triumphs 

ShaU be but funerall pomps before his death ; 
Gordon, you mud, as Govemour of Egers, 

Prefent the keyes with all humility 

To his difpofe, 'twill make him be more carelefle. 

And trud his very foule into our hands. 

Gordon. Doubt not me, 

I (hall performe with cunmng skill, what e’re 
Belongs to me j but doe you intend the Generali 
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^one fhall &11, or his confederates 
Sh^ perifli wiA him. 

LefU. O by all meanes, Indian princes 
Doe carry Haves to wait on them into 
The other world, and ’twere inglorious, 

That our brave Generali Ihould not have that 
privilege 

Count Tert^, ISntski, Newman^ Marlhall Ittawe, 
Shall be his harbingers, and i’th* (hades below. 
Provide fit entertainment for his Gholl. 

Butl. They are of power, their deaths will (hrowdly 
weaken. 

The llrength of the Confpirade. 

Lefle. Very true, 
rie craftily initill into his eares. 

New caufes of dillrull, fo to beget 
In him more confidence of my faith, fo to 
Mure him iathei foonei, we mud wotke 
Surely, as does the Mole, who digs 
Her habitation in the earth, and fcomes 
All the afifaults of tempeils ; when he's in. 

We muft be prompt in adUon, fure of hand. 

And found of heart, and ftrike him with that 
violence, 

From the fuppos’d Heavens, his ambition climbs to, 
That the thin ayre does from its purer Regions 
Dull earthly meteors ; come let’s away. 

Nought croiTes adlions like a dull delay. 

Exeunt. 
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Scena tertia. 


Wallenjldn folus. 


WaUmf^ To be difeas’d in mind, difeas’d pad 
cure 

Of Phyficke or fage counfell, is a madneffe. 

The afbve Souldier, all whofe ends are glory. 

And that by vertue (cowards terme a finne) 

Ambition, ihould not be acquainted with 
Although my cares doe hang upon my foule. 

Like mines of Lead, the greatneife of my fpint. 

Shall lhake the fullen waight off ; naturall red, 

(Is like a wholfome bath to hmbes oppred 
With gouts and aches) to a troubled minde, 

A mod excelling mediane, and I feele 
A llrong propenfion in my braine, to court 
Sleepe foi its mild Phyiitian : within there ; bo^. 

a Page. 

Sirrah be fure that none diilurbe my red, 

On no occafion, on your life I charge you. 

Page. Shall I dng Sir. 

Wallettf. Tes, if the notes be heavy, apt to 
invite 

The weary foule to (lumbers. 

Song. 

Page. Who’s there 1 you mud not enter. 

Ent. Dutch. 


Dutch, Mud not hrrah. 
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Where is your Lord 1 

P<^ Your pardon, gracious Madam, he's laid 
down 

To reft, and has upon my life commanded 
Me, none ftiould wake him. 

Dutch. Thinkft thou he is 
So much additSled to his eafe, he wiU 
Negledl his tiufineffe, goe m and tell him, 

The Governors of Egers, Colonell Gordon, 

And Colonell Lefle are without upon 
Affaires of confequence. 

Page. Would your Grace 
Would pardon me, your felfe with greater fafety 
Might do It, Madam. 

Dutch. Foolifti boy, goe in, I will be thy 
fecurity. 

Page. I ftiall jierforme, 

'Though moll unwillingly your command ; my Lord, 
Pleafe you to rife, your Dutcheffe. 

Wallenf. Ha, where’s my fword. 

Thou art a Coward Ghoft, and not my fonnes, 

To take me in iny fleep unarm’d, my Poniard 
WU ftrif be IkithlhU to me, tf thou beeft not 
Thin ayre, its point will graze on thee. 

^abs the Page. 

Dutch. O my Lord, 

What has your fury adled 1 this your hidden 
Murdnng this innocent youth, doth adde new 
horrors 

To your ftrange cruelties. 

Wallenf. Ha, my Page ! his death 
Was but due juftice for his breach of duty. 

For thus difturbmg of my reft. 

Dutch. My L^, 

Your hands are purpled fo in innocent blood, 

Teares cannot walh the tindlure of ; my felfe 
Am as deepe guilty as you in the daughter 
Of Ifabella, (he was innocent, 
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The Jewell I accus’d her this momingi 
Gnefe to my foule, Fve found, pray heaven, 
repentance 

May expiate our offences. 

Wallenf. I begin 

To feele ftrange hoirozs here, my Marble foule, 

Does llrive to fweat it felfe into a teare. 

At thought of thefe fad accidents. Nobler FHends, 

Ent. Gord. Butt. Lefle, Newm. Tert, Kint. 

Tou’r opportunely welcome, I was oppreft 
With fudden melancholy, but your lov’d prefence 
Expells all thoughts of i^ and I’m growne 
As full of fprightly muth, as when my hopes 
Aim’d at a glorious vidloiy. 

Gordon. Mighty Duke, 

According to my duty, I am come 
Here to prefent you with the keyes of Bgers, 

My place of Government, and with them my 
life, 

To doe you fervice. 

Wallenf. Noble Gordon, 

You doe fo much indeare mee by your love, 

1 have no pofiibility to reqmte 

Your overflow of Curtefies, have you not 

Receiv’d new intelligence of bufinefle, 

Which does conceme me. 

lefle. New temptations Sir 
Againil your precious life, 'tis to be fear’d. 

Left feemg we doe flacke fo in performance 
Of what we’ve promis’d, he’l imploy new agents 
To attempt your mine, and fhould treafon. 

As ’tis a fubtle lerpent, ftings unfeen Sir, 

Invade your life : to what a dire misfortune 
Were we, whofe lives have upon yours dependance. 
Betray’d, and therefore good my Lord beware. 

Left your owne courage, which contemns all dan- 
gers, 



A&ertus WaUatfidH, 69 

Doe nndoe you. 

WaUeitf. Never feare ; how £ui« 

Is’t hence to E^s, 

Gordon, Some three houres eafie march. 

WaUe^. Set forward thither ; 

It were in vame my enemies fwo^s to feare. 

When I doe cany fiiarper poniards here. Exeunt. 


ExpUcit Alba quartus. 



70 


The Tre^edy of 


Aftus quintus : Scena prima. 


Emperour, Hungary, Queflenberg. 

Emp. Vext with fo many cares, fo many mif- 
diiefs, 

That doe like Hidrcts dreadfull heads increafe. 

By cutting off, as billowes follow billowes, 

Succeed each other with that eager violence, 

Our weary Eagles know not where to perch, 

But flag their flckly wings : wer’t not irreligious, 

I fliould capitulate with the powers divine, 

And tax them of injuftice j my whole raigne 
Has been a long and one continued trouble ; 

And if bled peace with her fane beames did e’re 
Shine on our Empire, 'twas but like a faire 
Deceitful! wind, courting the (hips out of the harbor, 
Into the maine to drowne them : but the mother 
Of a more hoirid warfare, that I feare as 
I found the Wreathe Impeiiall drown’d in blood. 

So 1 in blood mud leave it 
Qu^. Have good hope Sir, 

Tides then approach their dill height, when their 
ebbe 

Has been at lowed; the mod hideous tempeds, 

Which feem’d to threat the mine of the world. 

Being ulher’d in by thunder and hot lightning. 

Are (boned pad, there’s nothing violent 

Can boad of perpetuity ; our fortunes 

Are not fo defperate, as our feares prefent them : 

We’ve hands and hearts led yet, that dare oppofe 

The inhumane Traytoi, and our caufes judice 
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Allures us, if we cannot live viAorious, 

We lhall dye nobly. 

Hung. Man, my royall Father 
Is not himlelfe, when he beholds 
Events through the quicke perfpedlive of feaie. 

Which Ihewes him dangers at remotell diftance, 

As clearell and his moft perfpicuous obieiils. 

Suppofe this* traitor m his Giant-reach 
Fathome even heaven it felfe, yet there are bolts 
To llnke him into earth for his ambition. 

And make his memory and name, all, fave his 
treafon, 

For ever to be forgotten. 

Emp. That which moll 
Does drive my tortur’d foule into afirights, 

Is, that 1 fee we’r falfe among our felves : 

The faithlelTe Souldiers daily doe in troupes. 

Fly from our Enfignes to the Traylors Campe : 

What caufe have we then but t’ expedl fad mine? 
When thofe who Ihould be our fecurity, 

Doe prove our greatell enemies ; our Guard, 

Our feaie and terror, they all looke on him, 

Is fiiperllitious Indians on the Sunne, 

With adoration •, on me, with contempt, 

Or (but at bell) with pitty. 

Quejl. Mighty C^ar, 

To doubt an ill before it fall upon us, 

’Mongll valiant and refolved foules, is counted 
A point of cowardile : Great Spirits ever 
Should be above their fates : good Sir retreat 
Into that fortrelle of your minde. 

Your refolution, call it up to guard 
Your foule from timorous thoughts : 

Are you the man have fwa/d 

The Roman Empire foure and twenty yeeres, 

With that fuccelTe againll your forraigne foes, 

Your very name more then your forces vanquilh’d. 

To let a Traytor fright you : good my Lord 
Let’s draw fordi new battalias to the Field, 
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Awake the Drum and Trumpet, fummon up 
The veiy lail hopes of our weaken’d ftren^, 

’Gainll &is infultmg traytor ; very in&nts 
Will on the fudden grow up able men, 

And fight in this brave quaiielL 

Hw!^. Heaven it felfe 

Will anne on our fide, and with certaine vengeance, 
Furfiie the inhumane monfler : why t to dye, 

(As that’s the word can happen) in this caufe, 

Were a religious martyidome : I am your fon Sir, 

And what your fortunes are, good or diiallrous, 

Mine has on them dependance ; by my hopes, I doe 
So little waigh the glorious traytors pride, 

1 thinke him worthy fcarce my meanefl thought. 

And red alTur’d, ere long, I (hall behold 
This fearefull meteor, that would be a Star, 

And does afibght us with his hideous blaze. 

Like a vaine Comet drop bis diding rayes. 

Emp. Your comforts 
Come as in drougths the elementall dew 
Does on the earth, it wets, but leaves no moydure, 

To give the fear’d plants growth : But yedemight 
We’d ceitame information, that ova forces 
Led by Matthias Gallos, were o’rethrowne 
By Saxon Waymar, and his fon young Fredridte : 

Who had they knowne as well how to purfue. 

As gaine a vidlory, and made a fudden 
Onllaught upon Vienna, their’s ; not ours 
Had been the Wreathe ImperialL Now your newes 
fir. 


Inf. Meffenger. 

Meffen. Letters from Colonell Lefle fir, firom 
Egers. 

Empf This is our lated hope; he writes me 
word. 

That the Arch-traytor, and his prime confederates, 
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Lad night arriv’d at and afliiies me 
Of their immediate mine : Well Coloflus, 

Yon’d bed dand fiime, unlhaken as a rocke, 

Whofe feet the fierce waves driving to trip up, 

Doe ’gaind its hard hoofes daih themfdves to 
pieces, 

Or thou wilt fall unpittied, fall to be 

The fcome.of dory, the contempt and by-word 

To all poderity •, let's in my Lords : 

This law the Heavens inviolably keepe. 

Their judice well may dumber, but ne’re deepe. 

Exauit. 
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Scena ultima. 


Wallenfldn, Tertskif JSntzki, Itlawe, Newman, 
Butler, Gordon. 

The honour you have done us mighty 
Duke, 

By this your graaous prefence, gives a period 
To our ambition ; Egers is growne proud, 

Dares with Vienna {land in competition, 

Which is the capitall City, which does hold 
The true and lawful! Catfar. 

Gordon. Ferdinand, 

Had he arriv’d here in his greateft glory. 

Could not have been more welcome ; while 1 am 
Governour of this towne, it and my life 
Are at your fervice. 

Wallenf, Noble Gentlemen, 

You do fo loade me with new courtefies, 

I know not firil for which to give you thankes. 

And did a fullen humour not poflefie 
My much diilemper’d faculties, my mirth 
Should fpeake my gratitude ,* but on the fudden, 

I am fo overburdned with lad thoughts, 

I cannot fuite my minde (fo much opprefl) 

To jollitie. 

Lefle. 'Tis our generall griefe. 

Ought (hould diHurbe your qmet here, when we 
Were all compos’d of tnumph, for the joy 
We dof conceive for your amvalL My noble Lord 
of 

Terhki, thefe are the welcomes 

Full bowles of fpnghtly Wine that Souldiers ufe 
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In entertainment ; to our Generab health, 

And to his good recovery irom his melancholy. 

Tert. '^o fliall refiife to pledge it with that 
zeale, 

He would dtinke healtbfull potions, may it be 
A deadly poyfon to him ; Colonell Goi^on. 

New. May he dye for droughth, like a Weftphalia 

I’th* dog daye^ or be choakt with eating toiled 
cheefe. 

Gordon. My Lord of Kinizki, 

This to our Generals health, and welcome hither. 

New. I’m like to taint f<w thirll. 

Would ’twould amve at me once, my mouth 
Even waters at it 
Kmte. Noble Butler. 

Butler. Marihall IlJawe. 

Newm. I ihall be lad, I 
But if the lloopes hold out, 'tis ten to one 
lie have my (hare. 

lUawe. Here Colonell Newman. 

New. And ’twere the Tun of Hddltherg, I’d 
dnnk it 

Off with as much eafe, as a leaguer can 
In a gnm iutlers houfe of thati^ : My Lord, 

Under your gracious pardon, take me off 
This lufly rowfe to your ovne health, and after 
Begin as much to each of ours, and if 
It doe not make you as meny as a Corpoiall 
Upon pay day, fay I’m no Efeulafius, 

But a meere Mountebanke in the effects 
Of fpnghtly Wme. 

WaUej^. Kind Gentlemen, my thankes 
To all of you, and would my difpofidon 
Afford me licence, I (hould not forget 
The fouldiers ceremonie, to begin 
Each of your happy wilhes ho^oever 
I will trench fo fane on my melancholy, 

To drink this cup. To all your bealdu. 
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Omttes. Tour Grace hath Ihewen us 
A too excefsive curtelie. 

Wall. He onely 
Repofe a little, and if I find 
My &d dillemper alter, He retume, 

And frolicke in your company. 

Newm. I finell him : 

Hee has a plot upon us, heele Ileale hence, 

And fliift a fcore or two of cups, and then 
Set frelh upon us, make us all as drunke. 

As rats in the Canaries. 

Weel attend your Grace. 

Wallenf. By no meanes. 

Let not my melancholy difcompofe 
Your thought of frolicke mirth: there’s Colonel 
Newman, 

Will in my abfence take a cup or two 

For me : meane tune bee merry, ’tis my charge ; 

Remember to obferve it 

Ex. Wallenf. 

L^. I’me forry, 

Hee fiiould bee thus diilemper’d here. My Lord 
Let not our Generals fadneffe rob us of 
Our late intended lolkty : Colonell Newman 
You’d wont to bee all ayre: I hope, you are 
not 

Turn’d earth o’th’ fuddaine. 

Newm. No faith, thank heaven, I feel no inclina- 
tion 

That favours of mortahty : gentlemen 
Shal’s have a catch. 

Omnes. With all our hearts, good Colonell. 

New. A military Madrigal], I leam’d it 
Of a right Impe of Mars, a red-fac’d Serjeant, 

At ffalbetflat. 

Lefle, Will you begin. 

Newm. Yes verily, but good Colonell 
Let not your voyce rebell, nor be exalted 
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Into a Calidonia tone, 'twiQ fpoile 
Our ditty. 


A Catch. 

Lefle. My thankes, my Lords pleafe you this 
cup 

Toth’ happy* Nuptials ’twixt young Fredricke, 

And the faire F.miha. 

Gordon. Egtrs will be honour’d 
To have them celebrated here. 

Newm. Doe me right good Colonel], 

You drinke it as ’twere fcarbeere. 

Lefle. Captaine Butler. 

Newm. No whifpenng good Colonell Lejle, 

No whifpering, 

You know what followes, bat drinke off your cup 
Like a right Cavalier, this Neckar wine 
Has a flrange vertue in't, it elevates 
Both ilefh and fpirit \ a months means for a wench 
now. 

Lefle. My Lord, I am 
So f^e from giving you a fit requitall 
For your late courtefies, that as fatisfiiflton, 

I muft beg a new favour, one cup more, 

Let’s all together dnnke a full caroufe. 

Unto our ^nerals health, and his revenge 
Upon the Emperour , you (hall drinke no more, 

'T (hall be your lall cup, trud me. 

New. I (hall drmk no more, marke tha^ pray fill 
up mine 

Tfll it run o're, I would be loath to have 
My laft cup faulty. 

Lfle. To his revenge. 


Ent. four Souldiers with Piffols as they are drinkitig, 
they Jhoot Tertzki, Ktntzki, lUawe, Newman, 
th^ fall. 



7 # The Tragedy of 

Tart Traytor, 

Inhofpitable flave. 

dyes. 

New. Pm fomething hot about the heart, 

A cup of your fmall wine to coole me, fure 
You grudg’d my liquor, and fo broach’d me be- 
hmde. 

To let out what I had put in before, pox of your 
pellets 

Say I : I care not for any other hurt they have 
done me. 

But that they have fpoil’d my drinking. 

Dyes. 

Lefle. So, this was wel perform’d, drag in their 
bodies •, 

Now Country-men our taske is halfe perform’d, 

We have lop’d of the maine armes that did grow 
Unto this lofty Cedar, there remaines 
Nought but the trunke to cut from earth, and that 
Shall by our owne hands fall, thefe Haves (hall not 
Have fo much honour done them, as to triumph 
In our great Generals flaughter : As great yulius 
Fell by his much lov’d Brutus, who when juftice, 

And his deare mothers caufe, the Common-wealth, 
Commanded him to llrike, with one home blow, 
Finifh’d brave Cafars life ; fo he by us 
Shall furely penlh : Friendfliip mufr not fave. 

Him and his foule ambition from one grave. 

Exeunt. 


Wallenjlan folus. 

Wcdlenf. Sure I beheld them, or the ayre con- 
denf’d 

Into their lively figures ; in their Ihrowds, 

Pale and as meager, as they had convers’d 
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Walknftem, 

A yeere with the inhabitants of the earth. 

And diunke the dew of chamell houfes : Skew'd 
AHertus and his lovely Bride ; they wav’d 
Their ghallly hands to me, as if in that 
Dumbe language they’d invited me to come, 

And vifit them in their cold Umes. To dye, 

Why ’t)s mans nature, not his punilhment; 

With this condition we all enter life. 

To put it off agen ; ’tis but a garment, 

And cannot lail for ever, both its falhion 
And iluffe will foon weare out; why then dioald 
death, 

(If I were now creeping into my Marble) 

To me be terrible, fmce 'tis maine folly, 

To ieare that which we no way can avoid : 

Nor is’t much matter how we dye, by force, 

Or naturally checker’d with gnfly wounds, 

Or in our beds, fmce all’s but the fame death lUll : 

Oh 1 but to dye furcharg’d with mortall linnes, 

Such as can lull our everlalling beings, 

Our foules, and fend them hence to bathe in floods 
Of living fire ; there, that’s the frightfull mifcbiefe. 
The other’s but a tnfle , I, who never 
Could feare the other, at the thought of this, 

Am one with death already ; my vail crimes, 

My horrid murders kill that confcience in me, 

Which makes me know my guilt, that confcience, 
Which as my fliaddow followes me. 


/«/. Lejlt, Gordon, Butler. 

Gordon. Come foftly, 

And if my llroake mifle, fecond me. 

Stabs Wallenjkin in the backe. 

Wattenf, Ha I 'twas no gholl, that was a mortall 
touch. 
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It came fo home and heavily : bafe Traytor, 

Who e’re thou art, thou durftnotfee my face, 

My lookes would even have blalled thee : 

Ha I L^, Gordon, Butler. 

Zgifc Tea 'Tra^or-Duke, 'twas we, who cut thy 
foul 

From thy weake twill of life, we who glory 
Mote in performing this brave a£l of jullice, 

Iben had we gain’d the Empire thy ambition 
Afpo'd to, thy bafe trechenes to Ccefar, 

Are by us reveng’d. 

Gordon. The Counts, 

Thy bold confederate Rebels, by our hands 
Sent to their mine. 

Waltenf. Thus coward Hare, 

Pr^ on a dying Lyon, for thee Lefle, 

Safely perfidious to me in thy faith, 

Receive my lall breath in a curfe : you have 
But jplaid the Hang-men to perforroe heavens juftice. 
Forgive me Heaven my pail offence : I dye. 

Not for my ambition, but my cruelty. 

Dyes. 


Let us convey the body in, and poll 
With all fpeed to Vienna, and give notice 
Toth’ Emperor of our proceedings ; thus every 
Traytor lhall. 

Stead of a Crowne, meet his owne Funerall. 


FINIS, 
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To the true Example of He- 

roicke Vertue, and Favourer of 
Arts, Sir Frederick 
CORNWALLIS. 


SIR; 



OU are fo well acquainted with 
the luftice of Nobility, that your 
owne Fame is youc owne Hijlory : 
you are writ in that Sir. Nor need I ftudy 
to expreffe it in a latter Charafter, fince it 
is texted already in a Volume, time (which 
is Edax rerum) cannot exterminate. Thinke 
not, worthieR Sir, this can in me be flattery ; 
your worth admits none : nor dare I fell my 
felfe to fuch a flavery, as to beginne my 
fervice to You with that unmanly proflitu- 
tion : You have alwayes affoorded me fuch 


The Epifile Tyedkaiory. 
tranfcendent favours^ that I fliould defcend 
to ingratitude, ihould not I fludy a retribu- 
tion: which though I cannot reach at, 
accept Sir, I befeech you, this EfTay of gra- 
titude from 


Your mofl obliged honourer, 


Hen : Glapthornc. 
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Dona, Admtrall of Genoa. 

Vitelli, kis Friend. 

Adoini his lieutenanl. 

Bonivet, a Kinfman to Trivuld. 
Ladlantio, a Genome Lord. 

Sabelli, Page to Doria. 

Fiangipan, n^kew to Corimba. 

Senators, Officers of State. 

Chrifea, 1 

> Neeces to Trmdct. 
Eurione, ) 
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Priell, Executioner, Virgins, Attendants. 
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The Prologue 


i worth my Fearfs, to fu within this flace 
IVtts mojt aaomphJKd Smote ; tis a grace 
Tranfcendtng our defert, though not our 
feare^ 

Leajl what our Author writes Jhould not appeare 
Fit for this Judging prejence ; all the wayes 
He knowes that lead to the true throne of Playes 
Are rough uneafie pathes,fuch as to tread 
Would fright an aJltve able Mufe , flrtke dead 
A weake and tmerous travailer : for fotne 
Will pue the play a pttious Martyrdome 
Ere tt hath life ; yet have f exate that flame. 

Only dtflrufl in the new Authors name. 

Ot^rs for fhortneffe force the Author run. 

And end his Play brfore hts Plot be done. 

Some tn an humorous fquemifhneffe will fay. 

They only come to heart, not fee the Play, 

Others to fee it only, there have beene, 

And are good flore, that come but to be feene : 

Not fee nor heare the Play : Hoio fhall we then 
Plmfe the fo various appetites of men. 

It ftarts our Authors confidence, who by me 
Tcls you thus much /' excufe the Comedy. 

You /hall not here be feafled with the fight 
Of anticke flumes j but A£bons,fuch as might 
And have beene reall, and in fuch a phrafe. 

As men fhould fpeake in ; jjidies if you prasfe. 

At kafl allow his language and his plot. 

Your owne jufi Prtvtled^, his Mufe hath got 
So full a wreath, that fpight of Envies frowne 
Shall in his Brow fit as a laftmg Crowne, 
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A£l. I. Scena. i. 
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As pregnant mother with the plealing ayre 
Of vidlory. 

Lac. The rumour of the Fleet 
Has fild all Italy with wonder, how 
So fmall a number (hould in open fight 
Defeat the Turkifii Navy ; and conclude 
The Generals skill and v^dour, the mayne caufe 
Of the atchievement. 

Vit. Hee has return’d as large 
AlTurance of his worth, as when his force 
Back’d with fucceflive fortune which attends 
His mighty refolution, over-threw 
The power of Venice in a fight , which changed 
The Sea into a fiame, and tooke me in ’t 
His fortunate Captive. 

Bon. Sir, tis noble in you 

To acknowledge that as good, which might have 
bin 

Your eminent mine ; ftately buildings fo 
Rife out of ancient fimiflures which the rage 
Of eatmg time, or anger of the wmdes 
Had totter’d from the ground works: you may 
prove 

As fairely happy in the Generals love, 

As in the honour which your name or Country 
Confer’d on your defert 
Vii. You fpeake the fcope 
Of my intention, a perfeifl fhend 
Includes both honour, Country, Family, 

And all that’s deare and holy : fuch a friend 
As is my Dona, to whofe fpacious merit 
Succeilion (hall pay volumes, who was man 
Ere in the fmooth field of his face, rough age 
Difplayd his hairy Enfigne ; who has puld 
Bright honours wreath from her triumphant front 
In battailes when the trembling Sea being calme 
Did croud and thrall its waves into a ftorme 
To part the dreadhill fiiiy. 

Im. The report 
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Of his Land fervices do (land on tennes 
Of Competition with the multitude 
Of his Sea Vidlories. 

Vit. Yet mull fubfcribe 
To his Navall triumphs : though the Land 
Has feene him Conquerour, when the bodies 
flayne 

Buried the ground they d/d on, which did Ihake 
To view It felfe entomb'd by them, for whom 
It was ordain’d a Sepulchre, the Drums 
Were to his eares delightfull as the Lute : 

Pikes moving then in Forreft, feem’d as groves 
Of lofty Cedars ftird by fportive winds. 

And when warres Quirellers, the whiAling Fife, 

And furly Trumpet fung an army dirge. 

That fatall muficke wraps his fprightfull fence, 

Like joviall Hymnes at Nuptialls. 

Bon. You cannot exceed 
His praifes duty, fince his worth containes 
Honours mod feverall attributes. 


Ent. Fran^ipan. 

Lac. Signior Frangipan, 

What riding poll on foot, whither in fuch hade t 
Fran. Veiy well met gentlemen, I fcarce have 
breath 

To utter a wife word yet 

Lac. We do believe you Signior, and are in 
doubt 

When you’ll have leafure for ’t 
Fran. Heare you the newes. 

The General’s arriv’d , farewell, he will not land 
Till I have had the maiden-head of his hand. 

Exit. 


Bon. Tis fuch another Parrat, he relates 
Things by tradition, as dogs barke : his newes 
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Still tearches in the reare^ jet he relates it 
As confidently, as if each tale he tells, 
Was to be flight inferted as an eight 


Eni. Doria, Adomi, Sabdli. 

To the feven former wonders But here comes 

one 

Will cut off the Fooles Charadler : renowned 
Generrdl 

Doe us the gratious honour to permit us 
Salute the hand has fay’d our Country. 

Do. Nobleft friends, 

1 am more viflonous in your earely loves. 

Than in the Turkifh Conqueil ; though I remaine 
A Captive to your kindneffe, my Vtidltf 
The folid ear^, or a continued Rocke, 

May by fome llrange eruptions of the wind, 

Be rent, and fo divided : but true friends 
Are adjunifls moil mfeparable : I have 
StiU wome thee here VitdU, as a Jewell 
Fit for no other Cabinet : gentlemen 
Your welcome hands me thinks we Ihould em- 
brace. 

So as fhips grapple in hot fight, nor part. 

Till our affedlionate fuiy has difcharg’d 
Vollies of joyfull courtefie. 

Aiior. This is fitter ceremony for them then to em- 
brace an enemy, who will not part on termes fo eafie ; 
thefe gentlemen know better to cut a Caper, than a 
Cable, or board a Pinck in the Burdells, than a Pin- 
ace at fea : I marvaile my Lord Ihould know fuch 
Milk-fops. 

My Lord, 

You come t’ milruA us Courtfliip, as y* ave taught 
Your foes to feare your valour : you appeare 
As if this were your Nuptiall day, on which 
You were to wed bright tnumph ; but you can 
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As well Cotirt peace in filkes, as raging wane 
In bumilh’d fteele, and touch the ravilhing firings 
With as much cunniug induiiiy, as if 
Mars could like Orpheus fliike the trembling 
Harp. 

Signior Adomi welcome home, I hope 
Y’ ave madQ a ridier prize, then when my (hip 
Struck to your mercy. 

Ador. Yes, we are very like 
To make good prize indeed, when all the profit 
Goes to the State and heavy-headed Burgers, 

That lye and fnon at home, and eate what we 
Sweat bloody drops for. 

Do. Honed Adomi, 

His bluntnefle mud ewWe him gentlemen ; 

How harlh and rough foe’re he feemes, his humour 
Will quickly vary, when I have bin tyr’d 
With toyle of wane ; the obfervations which 
His travailes have afforded him of men, 

Countries, and manners, lively fet forth 

By his exprefiive adlion, has begot 

Mirth in my drowfie foule : when y* are acquainted 

With his conceit of carnage ; you’ll not affedl 

A jovialler Companion, — See the Duke. 


Hourijh. Enter Trh’uld, Chrifea, Eurtone, 
Cortmba. 

Tri. My noble warrior. 

Peace now lookes lovely on us, fince we enjoy 
The author of ’t in fafety ; rife my Doria, 

Let me embrace thofe youthfull Umbes which 
cloath 

Wane in loves livery : thy honour’d father. 

When he return’d laden with Turkifh fpoyles, 

As trophies of his valour from the daughter 

Of Holy Baffa at Lepanto, where 

The Chndian name was hazzaided, aniv’d not 
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Mote welcome to the State ; beleeve me youth, 

Hadft thou a mother living, to be proud 
Of thy Nativity, unlelTe Ihe wept 
For joy to fee tiiee, could no way expreffe 
A more afifetflionate gladneiTe : Chrtfea, 

Eurtone welcome him home, who cannot 
Receive an equall grace to the juft value 
Of his defervings. 

Chri. Your grace prepares us for that,] 

We did intend to oiler. 

Conn. Yes truely did wee fir, this Generali is ill- 
bred, 1 warrant him, to flight a gentlewoman of my 
demeanor. 

Dor. My gracious Lord, 

To tender thanks, where tis a debt, not duty, 

Befits an equall ; fubjefls ought to offer. 

With the fincere devotion that our Priefts 
Doe prayers to Heaven, their hearts as facrifices 
To their deferving Princes, whofe foie favours 
Doe as the quickning luftre of the Sunne 
Cherifh infenour fpints : yours have bin 
Showr’d downe on me as elementall dew 
On the parcht earth, which dnnks it up, and cannot 
Give heaven a retribution, yet my duty 
Shall fpeak my willing thankfulnefle, and while 
Thefe armes can weild vidlonous fteele, no danger 
Shal fnght me from that fervice which I owe 
My Prince and Country . fince men are not borne 
For themfelves onely ; but their life’s a debt 
To th’ Common-wealth that bred ’hem. 

Tlrt. Gentle warnour, 

Thy fathers fpint fwells thy foule, I reade it 
In thy fubmiffive loyal^ ; lets in, 

Tis juft that thofe who caus’d the warres to ceafe, 
Should have the early fruits of theu owne peace. 

Flour. Ex. praUer Corim, and Eurtone. 

Euri. Corimba, 

Have you imploy’d a fenous diligence yet 
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In giving Lord ViUtU feciet notice 
Of my affection to him t 
Corim. Truely Madam, 

And as I hope to have a husband yet 
£re I be fifty, I have beene fo ta'ne up 
About my new device, I fcarce have leifure 
To lay my prayers fincerdy : Ladybird 
You looke not fprightly, ravilhing, onely this liar 
Was not well cut, nor well laid on, it wanted 
A little of my learned art : Vttelli 
Doubt him not Madam, he lhall love you fo : 

Tis pretty neat now , I would not have a Lady 
That weares a glalle about her, have the leall 
Pimple in her countenance difcompos’d, it does 
Difgallant a whole beauty. 

Eur. But Corimba 

What’s this to me, thou maill as well tell tales 
Of love to one departing life, thefe toyes 
Rehlh with me as bitter pills with children. 

Wilt thou eSe€i my bufineffe t 
Cor. 1 confeffe 

I have beene very fortunate in bringing 
Couples together, though I neare could couple 
My felfe with any, your Ladylhip could not 
Have chofe a better agent. 


Efi/or Frangifan. 

Fran. Save you fweet Lady, fave you. Aunt I 
have 

Loll all my mornings exercife at Tennis 
In feeking you, and yet was Hill m hazzard. 

Whether 1 Ihould me^t you ; I mud requed a little 
Helpe from your Art good Aunt, a patch, or two. 

To make me appeare more lovely, for my glade 
Tells me I have a very fcurvy face 
Without fome ornament. 


H 
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Cori. Tis a good innocent £ice, be not alham’d 
• on’t ; 

He cut out one inilantly ; nay I never 
Goe unprovided of matenaJls let me fee, 

What forme is be/l for thee ; that fonithing time- 
rous 

A heart lluck neatly on thy face, will excite 
Thy heart to more audacity, good Madam 
Doll not become him prettily t Cofen be fare 
You doe commend this falhion to all gentlemen, 

Wert but as common among them as Ladyes, 

My wit would be eternally made famous 
For the invention 

Fran. Wilt pleafe you to difpatch Ant, i’me in 
haft, 

I’ve a whole ftaple of newes to vent 
Conn Of what troe % 

I would have my kindred more ridiculous 
To th’ world than I am ; Cufen all your newes 
Is ftale ; invent me rather fome choice ftory. 

How true or falfe no matter, and declare it 
For newes, twill pleafe farre better, and endeore 
Your judgement I’th’ relation 


Enter Doria, Chrtfea, Sabelli. 

Fran. Noble Generali y’are happily encountred ; 
Have you feen my Aunt yet Signior, here (he is, I 
have 

Newes to informe you worth your knowledge. 

Dor. Keep them 

Good Signior till fome other time : Eurtone 
We muft implore your abfencc, we’d be private. 

Cor. Why we have beene trufted 
With as good fecrets : pleafe your Lordlhip 
Accept this Crefcent, you fee my Cofen 
Is in the faftiion ; let me lay it on, 

Infooth your face is, for a fouldiers, 
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Too fmooth, and polite j this device will (hew 
As’t had a skar upon it, which is an honour 
To faces Military. 

Dor. Good Madam gravity, 

Keep your devices for your Chamber Lords, 

That dance to Ladies Hiadowes ; pray be gone, 

We need not your fociety Sabellt 

Exeunt 

Put to the doore, and then be gone Chrifea 

Exit. 

The modeft. Turtles which 
In view of other more lafcivious Birds 
Exchange their innocent loves in timerous fighes. 

Do when alone mod pnttily convert 
Their chirps to billing , and with feather’d armes 
Encoinpalie mutually their gawdy neckes. 

Chri. You would inferre that we 
Should in their immitation fpend this time 
Intended for a conference which concemes us 
Neerer then Complement. 

Dor. Wliv my Chrifea, 

We may entwine as freely, fince our loves 
Are not at age yet to concene a finne, 

Thine being new borne, and mine too young to 
f])eake 

A lawlefle palTion, for my fcrvices 
Pay me with pricelefle treafure of a kiffe, 

While from the balmy (ouiitaynes of thy lips 
Didils a moidure precious as the Dew, 

The amorous bounty of the morne 
Calls on the Kofes cheeke : what waiy.diflance 
Do you obferve I fpcake, and enrich my eares 
With accents more harmonious then the Larks 
When (he fings Hymns to Harveft. 

Chn. Sure my Lord 

Y’ave ftudied Complement ; I thought the warre 
Had taught men refolution, and not language. 

H a 
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Dor. Oh you inftnidl me juftly, I Ihould rather 
Have tane the modeft Priviledge of your lip, 

And then endeavor’d to repay the grace 
With my extreamell eloquence. 

Chti. You miilake me. 

Dor. Remit my ignorance, and let me read 
The myftery of thy language in thy lookes, 

In which are lively Charafters of love 
Writ in the polifh’d tablets of thy cheekes : 

Which feeme to vary colours, like the Clouds 
When they prefage a ilonne ; and thofe bright eyes 
Dart unaccuflom’d beames, which Ihme as anger 
Flalh’d from their fiery motion. 

Chri, You mifconller 
The intention of my lookes, I am not angry 
Though much diftemper’d. 

Dor. At what, by whom f 
Lives there a creature fo extreamly bad 
Dares dif-compofe your patience 1 fpeake, reveale 
The monfter to me ; were he fenc’d with flames. 

Or lock’d in Bulwarkes of congelted yce ' 

And all the fiends flood Centinels to guard 
The paflage, I would force it to his heart, 

Through which the mountmg violence of my rage 
Should peirce like lightning. 

CArt. I beleeve 

That in fome triviall quarrell to redeeme 
My fame, (hould fcandall touch it, you would fight 
Perhaps to Ihew your valour : But I have 
A taske to enjoyne me, which my feares poflefle me. 
You dare not venture to accept. 

Dor. By truth 

You wrong my faith and courage to fufpedl me 
Of fo extreame a Cowardize : have I flood the heat 
Of Battailes till upon the mountainous piles 
Of flaughter’d Carcafles, the foules which left em 
Seem’d to afcend to Heaven : that your fufpition 
Should taint my honour with this bafc revolt? 

This is not noble in you. 
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ChrL Doe not rage, 

When you (hall heare it, you will then confelTe 
Your confident etrour. 

Dor. My loyalty will not 
Permit that llrong rebellion in my breall, 

To doubt the meanefl falfehood in a word 
Her voyce can utter, which fhould charme the 
world 

To a beliefe, fome Cherubim has left 
Its roome in heaven, to carroll to the earth 
Celeftiall Anthems, and I now beginne 
To queftion my owne frailty j but by all 
WTiich we call good or holy, be’t your will 
I fhould invade inevitable death, 

In Its mofl ugly honour, my obedience 
Shall like a carelelTe Pilot call this bark 
On that pale rocke of mine. 

Chri. Will you fweare this 1 
Dor. Yes, invent 

A forme of oath fo binding, that no Law 
Or power can difpenfe with': and lie feal’t 
With my belt blood : pray Madam tell me what 
The iropofition is you judge fo eafily, 

Will flagger my juft truth, that I may flye 
On Loves light wings to aft it. 

Chr. Heare it then, and doe not. 

As you refpeft your oath, or love, requeft 
The caufe of what 1 fliall command. 

Dor. Still Sufpitions : 

My honour be my witnefTe, which no aftion 
Shall violate, I will not. 

Chn. Enough, that vow 
Cannot but be roatenall, receive it, 

I mull no longer love you. 

Dor. That’s no command : what did you lay 
Chrifea% 

Chr. 1 mull no longer love you, and command 
you. 

Leave your affeftion to me. 
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Dor. yare very pleafant Lady. 

Chri, You’ll finde me veiy fenous : nay moi^ 

I love another, and I doe enjoyne you, 

Since tis a man you may o’re-rule, to aflill me 
In my obtaining him, without whofe love 
I’me refolute to perifh. 

Dor. Sure I dreame. 

Or fome flrange fuddaine death has ‘chang’d his 
frame 

To immortality, for were I flefli 
And (hould heare this, certaine my violent rage 
Would pull me to fome defperate a<5l beyond 
The reach of fury , thefe are words would mfedt 
Rofe-colour’d patience ; Cleere and lovely front 
With loathfome leprolie, change flames to teares 
And with unufiiall harninefle of the found 
Deafen the genius of the world. 

Chrt. Where’s now 

The llrength of foule you boafted, does the noyfe 
Of the death fpeaking Cannon, not affright 
Your fetled refolution, and the voyce 
Of a weak woman fhake your youthfull blood 
Into an ague : fince you fo ill beare this 
AVhen you (hall heare the man, whofe love has 
flolne 

Your interefl, you will rage more than unlimited 
fire, 

In populous Cities. 

Dor. Sure tis (he who fpeakes ; 

I doe enjoy yet found untainted fence. 

Each faculty does with a peacefull harmony retaine 
Its proper Organ ; yet flie did rehearfe 
She mufl no longer love me : oh that word 
Transformes the foule of quiet into rage, 

Above diilradled madnes ; madam teU me. 

What place is this ? for you have led me 
Into a fubtle Labyrinth, where I never 
Shall have fruition of my former freedome. 

But like an humble anchonte, that digs 
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With his owne nayles lus grave, muft live confin’d 
To the lad mase for even 
Ckri. Sir you cannot 
By mod fubmiffive and continued prayers 
Rtclaime tny affeiflion, which Hands fixt as Fate 
Vjon your fnend Yttetlu 
'Dor. My friend 'Yitelh I 
Wrf. Sir, I [doj not ufe 
To ell my life away VtUlli is 
Theperfon, to obtaine whofe pretious love 
I do< conjure you by all tyes of honour 
To inploy your utmoH di%ence. 

Do, Can I bee 

So tase o’th’ fuddaine f has the feeble fpirit 
Of fose degenerate Coward frighted hence 
My reWution, which has given a Law 
To fatiit felfe, that I mull now become 
The llae to my owne mine : oh Chrtfea, 

Who wet lo good that vertue would have figh'd 
At the uwelcome fpedlacle : had you 
Appearcbut woman in a pallion, 

Though tf the flighted confequence : oh doe not 
Abjure tat Samt-hke temper, it will be 
A changthereader, burdenous to your loule ; 

A fmne tcone, who all his life-time bled 
With peae of confcience, at his dying minute 
Falls intonortall enmity with heaven, 

And penfts eternally. 

Chr. fy will 

Gmdes mjdetermination, and you mud 
In honour £l your promtfe. 

Dor Yb, I will. 

Since you cn urge it tho, but two 
Things preous to me, and one cmell word 
Robs me of«oth ; my friend and her, Chrifea 
I have not It another figh to move, 

Nor teare tojeg your pitty. 

Chri. Tly are but vaine, 

You may as ifily thinke to kiile the darres,^ 
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’Caufe they (hine on you, as recall my vowes^ 

Which*! will urge no further ; but wilh you 
Regard your honour : But farewell, I mail 
Be cniell e’re to my owne love uujuU. 

Ex. 

Dor. She’s gone ; what vapour, which the flatter- 
ing Sunne 

Attracts to heaven, as to create a ilarre, 

And throw it a fading meteor to the earth, 

Has falne like me ; I am not yet growne ripe 
For perfe<fl farrow, but as a bubling brooke. 

That fports and curies within its flowry Bankes, 

Till the vail fea devoure it, oncly falling 
Into the abyfle of mifchiefe ; paflions furround 
My intelledluall powers, only my heart, 

Like to a rocky liland does advance 
Above the fomy violence of the flood, 

Its unmov’d head : love be my carefull guide. 

Who fades ’gainll danger both of wind and tie. 


ex. 
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Adus Secundus. 


Enter Bnnivet, Lailantio, and Adomi. 

Bon. 'T'Hanks good Adomi, we are much en- 
X deer’d 

To your relation j this rich corfick wine 
Eredted our dull (pints, and you (hall 
Command our femce in as high and jocund 
A Nature. 

Ador. Sir, although I am 
One that aiTedls not the nice phrafe of Court, 

Having bin nurs’d in warre, yet I can frame 
My felfe to imitation of what humour 
Shall there, or any where appeare to be 
Worthy my laughter. 

Bon. You have explain’d your knowledge, we who 
breath 

Onely the aire of Genoa, and ne’re tailed 
Forraigne behaviour, covet nothing more 
Than certaine knowledge of it, as ’tis proper to 
Complexions intelledluall to delight 
In novelties , your Spaniard as you fay. 

Is of a (laid, fenous, and haughty garbe : 

all his words with ihrugs and geilures, kilTes 
His hand away in kindnefle ; is of dyet 
Sparing, will pick his teeth as formally 
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After an Orenge, or a clove of Garlicke, 

Which IS his ordinary morfell, as he’d fed 
On Partridges or Phealant 
Ador. ’Tis his grace 
After his dinner Sir, and to confirme 
Their moll officious gravity, a Cajltlian 
Was for fome crime in Paris to be whipt 
In triumph through the flreetes, and lieing admo- 
nilhed 

To be more firift of foote, fo [to] avoyd 
The dreadfull lalh the fooner, in fcome anfwer'd. 

He rather would be Head alive, than breake 
A Title of his gravity. 

La. Much good 

Doe it his patient Ihoulders : but Adomiy 
What thmke you of the French ? 

Ador. Very ayry people, who participate 
More lire than earth j yet generally good. 

And nobly difpofition’d, fomething inclining 


Eaf. Corm. 

To over-weening fancy This Lady 

Tells my remembrance of a Comick fcene, 

I once faw in their Theatre. 

£m. Adde it to 

Your former courtefies, and exprefle it 
Ador. Your entreaty 
Is a command, if this grave Lady pleafe, 

To a.£t the Lady 1 mull court. 

Cor. Why doe you thmke I cannot play the 
woman t 1 have plaid a womans part about twenty, 
twenty yeares agoe in a Court Mafque, and tho I 
fa/t as well as fome o’ them, & have bin courted too, 
But it is truth, I have a foolilh quality as many more 
women are guilty of befides my lelfe, I alwayes love 
them bell, which flight me moll, and fcome thofe 
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diat doe court mee : look you Signior, iTt be a lovers 
part you are to : 

Take a black fpot or two, I can furnith you. 

’Twill make your face more amorous, and appeare 
More gracious in your Miftris eyes. 

Ador. Stand faire Lady. 

Cor. Tis your part to (land faire fir; doubt not 
my carriage — 

O moil rare man : fincerely, I lhall love the 
French 

The better while I live for this. 

Ador. Alls furmifly. 

Nay pray fir ; gentlemen entreat the man 
To pacific his wrath, tell him He love him. 

Rather than fee him rage thus. 

Bon. He would have juft reafon to be mad indeed 
then, but now 
The Mood is alter’d. 

Ador. a£h ut antea. 

Cor. Excellently ravifhing : this is of force 
To make the hardeft hearted Lady love him : 

Can 1 intreat him but to teach my Cofen 
Some of his French, he will for ever be engal- 
lanted. 


Enter Eurione, and Frangtpan. 

Bon. Beautious Cofen, 

Y’ave mill the quainteft fport; honeft Adomi 
You would endeare this Lady to you, would you 
Pleafe to reaA it. 

Ador. Nay, if you make me common once, fare- 
well; 

1 am not for your company. 
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Cor. Pray St a word or two ; here is a gentle* 
man, 

Nay Nephew, though I fa/t a toward young man, 
Vouchfsie him your acquauitance. 

Will he fight, is he touldier 1 
Cor. No truely fir, nor fliall hee bee ; 

I would be loath to have roy onely Cofen 
Heated about the heart with lead ; he’s dull 
Enough already ; Frangtpan come hither. 

This gentleman will for my fake teach thee French. 

A dor. For your fake reverent Madam I (hall 
do't : 

Sir'pleafe you walke, we will conferre on rudi- 
ments. 

Cor. Come with him Coz: Sir, and you have 
occafion * 

To ufe me in a pleafure, Hands within 

The ability of my performance, pray command, 

You lhall not be deny’d. 

Ador. Come Signiors, will you walke ? Ex. 
Eur. Cofen Eonivet, 

1 fhould be glad, after fome minutes, to 
Enjoy your Company. 

Eon. 1 fliall attend your Ladyfliip. 

Eur. Conmba what anfwer from ViteUi\ do I 
live? 

Or in the killing rigour of his fcome 
Mull 1 dye wretched. 

Cor. Sincerely Madam, 

You are too timorous of your owne deferts. 

Or elfe you durll not doubt, that be, or any 
You being fo neat your felfe, and drefl as neatly 
As any Lady in the Court, ihould hazzaid 
The reputation of his wit, by flighting 
Such an accomplifli’d beauty. 

Eur, You mike. 

And play the cunning flatterer, to excufe 
Your negligence ; but know atfedlions fire 
Once kindled by defire, and blowne by thought 
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Into a heat, expires a thoufand fighea^ - 
Which as loves fmoak, like incenfe flyes to heaven, 
While the light fire with nimble wings doe foare 
To its owne fpheare, true lovers hearts who 
cheriih 

The flame, till they to aflies bume, and periflu 
Cor. Why Ladybird, 

Are you fo paflionate, the gentleman 
Is a kind gentleman, has all that may 
Set forth a man ; for when I told him how 
Like a hurt Deare you wounded were with love, 

Life how he leapt for joy, as if the felfe 
Same arrow which flruck you, had glanc’d on 
him. 

And as a token of his love, hee fent you 
A bleeding heart in a Comehon, which 
Belhrew me, mod unfortunately I loll. 


Enter Chrifea. 

Chri. Comuba fee 
If Generali Dona be withm — Eurtone 

Ex. Cor. 

I have beene feeking thee, how doll thou filler ? 
I mud demand a quedion that concemes 
The fafety of your fame. 

Eur. I red 

Secure in mine owne innocence, and no malice 
Can forge an accufation which can blemidi 
My meaned thought with fcandalL 
Chri, I belecve. 

But know Eurtone 1 am enform’d 
You doe afieifl VtieUi, and conjure you 
By the deare memory of our mother, tell me 
If the report be certaine. 

Eur. Should I den/t, 

My love would muder thoufand bluflies up 
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To invade my guilty Cheeks, I mud confede 
I love him fo, as modelly and truth 
Afford me warrant 

Chri Tis ill done, 

And childifhly fo eafily to impart 
The treafure of your liberty, to keeping 
Of a negledled llranger. 

Eur. His owne worth 
Deferves as noble knowledge here, as many 
Who borrow titular glory from the dull 
Of their forgotten Ancellours. 

Chri. You defend him 
Like a brave Championeffe, as if you meant 
T’ ingage your dearell pawne of life and honour 
In his protedhon. 

Eur. Say I did, the even’ll. 

Though mod llndl judice would allow as law- 
full 

My honourable purpofe. 

Chn. Fie, you are 
Lead on too wildly by your fancy filler, 

It ill befits the greatneffe of your blood 
To feeke to mixe its pure llreame with a poore 
Regardleffe River. 

Eur. He appeares to me 
Broad lu his owne diinenftons as the fea, 

Cleare as a brooke, whofe Chnllall lips ialute 
Onely the frelhell medowes . fuch a Creature 
That were fome cunning painter to expreffe 
An Angell cloath’d in humane lhapc, he might 
From his denve a patteme. 

Chri. But fuppofe my fancy 
Should over-fway my judgement, to affedl 
Vtttlli ; fare your manners would allow me. 

By willing refignation of your choyce. 

The pnviledge of my birth-nght. 

Eur, Would you urge 
A claime fo jullly mine, becaufe you view’d 
The light two yeares before me : no Chrifea. 
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Love’s an unlimited paffion, that admits 
No Ceremonious difference : this prerogative 
Should Queenes endevour, their unvalued Dow- 
nes 

Are not of worth to purchafe : and tho here 
As It befits me, I obferve the diflance 
Due to your birth j yet in loves facred Court, 

My place is high as yours, and there we may 
Walke hand in hand together. 

Chrt. Doe not flatter 
Your fancy with this vaine conceite : Vitelli 
Muff be no more yours ; Know I have en- 
joyn’d 

The Generali Dorta to engage his friend. 

To imbrace my proffer'd love to him. 

Eur. You drive, 

Becaufe you thinke my young and timerous flame 
Unapt t’lncounter brave Vite/its heat ; 

As cunning Nurfes doe with froward Babes, 

Fright them into an appetite ; but fay 
All this were reall, thinke you Dona would 
So eafily be perfaaded to renownce 
His proper intered, and inthrall his friend 
To an unwilling flavery ? 

Chn By truth 

He has impau n’d his honour to endeavor 
What I ha\e utter’d, gentle Girle confidcr 
Loves unrefitled violence, and beleeve 
I would not have a rivall to ufurpe 
A corner in the Kingdome of that heart 
Of which I’m foveraigne, fo farewell deere foule, 
Conflder ont. 

Exit. 

Eur. Conflder ont, why this is fuch an adl. 

Done by a cruell fifler, as lhall taint 
That holy name with fuch a blacke reproach 
That fhould a thoufand pious Virgins wecpe, 

Rivers of teares, their mod immaculate drops 
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IVould not wafh white her fcandall hapleiTe-girle, 
That in loves tempefts wert but lately toft; 

And now recoverd in a calme art loiL 


Enter Lailantia. 

LaE. Madam the Duke intreats your inftant 
company. 

Eur. I ftiall attend his pleafure, good Zae- 
taniio. 

If you can meet my Cofen Bonivet, 

Delire him vilite me. Extt. 


Eater Doria. 

Dor. Noble laBantiOy 
Y'aie happily encounterd, I expeflcd 
My friend Vitetli here, this is his boure, 

I wonder he is tardie. 

Zoff. ^our Lordftiip 
Prevents the time with fpeed, or elfe ViteUi 
Has fome impediment by bufmelle, fir, 

Enter Vtteili. 

Y’are opportunely welcome to deliver 
Your owne excufe, I was about to ftretch 
My invention for you. 

Vtl. Noble friend. 

Your enemy had you ingagd your faith 
To any peifonali meeting could expedl you, 
But at the minute, reafon may difpenfe 
Twat us with luch a nicety. 

LaE. Now your friends 
Arriv'd, I mull beg licence to depart, 

1 have fome vrgent bufineile. 
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Dor. Good LaDcmtio your time’s your owne. 

Loll. I kille your Loidfiiips hand. 

Exa. 

Vit. Friend now vee’re alone, I fafely may 
Speake my conjetflure, I have read your lookes, 

^d in their penfive Charadters finde fecxet, 

Strange figneS of iadnelTe. 

Dor. I am fad indeed, 

When my remembrance tells me I have only 
Verball adurance of your friendfliip. 

Vit. Try me 

By any attempt, vhofe danger does furpade 
The common path of danng, beet to fnatch, 

A dry boult when it from heaven comes wrap’d 
In Iheetes of lightning to adbrd true proofe 
Of my adedlion, and with eager hade, 

Such as mfpires a husband to enjoy 
His fpoufes virgine purity, ile runne 
To the atchievement 

Dor. Thefe are but protefts 
Such as be got by ceremony, proceed 
Not from mtenfive zeale, yet ile experience 
The truth of your adedlion by a mail 
Of fuch a noble and edcdlive weight. 

Which if you bravely doe fupport, you'l dand 
As fome tall Pyramid or Columne for 
Your owne memonall to tell after-times 
The power and drength of friendlhip. 

Vit. Pray nam’t. 

And ’twere a burden would oreprede the earth, 

Ile be the able Atlas to fudaine 
Heaven on my willing fhouiders. 

Dor. There is a Lady 
In whole each eye fits fire, & on her cheek 
Vidlonous beauty captive to her fmiles 
Dances in lovely triumph, one who emblemes 
The glory of mortality in each looke, 

Contradls die orbe of ludure to a glance. 
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Brandiihes beames, whofe purity difpence, 

Light more immaculate then the gm^^eous eaft, 
Weares when the prollrate Indian does adore 
Its nfing bnghtnefle, yet this wonder doates 
On you with fuch uievitable fervor 
That 1 in pitty of her fufferings come 
T’intreate you love her. 

Vd. Whom my Lord 1 
Dor, You cannot 

Appeare fo Arangely Aupid not to acknowledge 
Creations miracle, when I point out 
Her very figure you as well may feeme, 

When the bleake North does with congealing blafts 
Binde up the cnlling llreames in chaines of Ife, 

Not to know Winter, ignorant of her 
Who had (he liv’d when fuperAitious miAs 
Shaded the world, more groves of gammes had 
fam’d, 

To her Divmeft beauty, then to all 
The race of idle deities j tis Chrt/ai, 

The faire Chrtfea loves you. 

Vit. The faire Chrtfea, your Lordlhip’s merry. 
Dor. Doe you flight 
What I deliver’d with that unfain’d zeale, 

That penitents doe their prayers, I fay, Chrtfea 
A name whofe every accent Iweetlier founds, 

Then quires of Syrens fence bereaving notes, 

Chrtfea loves you infinitely above 
ExprelTive termes ; the Orators fliould (Irive 
To paint her mafculine fancy, and I’nie bound 
To pay this homage to her befl content, 

As to conjure you, by all (acred ties 
Of honour, amity, and what elfe may ferve 
To inforce the indeeremcnt with your nobleft love 
To gratifie her fancy, 

Vtt No perfwafion 

Can make me thinke this ferious, good my Lord, 

Doe not you love Chrtfea I 
Dor. More then a babe 
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Does the kiod Nutle that feedes it with her 
Mood, 

More then I doe my quiet, or the joyes 
Of ought but bled eternity ; Vitelh, 

No other argument can more convince, 

Sufpition fliould it doubt my love • but this 
That to procure her peace, I have confinde 
The greatnefle of my paflion, and give up 
To thy difpofe, a lewell which the earth 
And fea Ihould both unlade their hidden wealth, 
Should not have purchas’d from me. 

Vtt. Thefe are arts to pufle my conceits, my 
Lord 

I’me no fuch punie in the Craft of love, 

That I want brame to finde this dnft, which is 
As obvious to me as your eyes now you 
Are home return’d vidlorious, big with praife, 

Laden with titles that fit heavier on you 
Then your fteele Corllet m hot fight contemne. 
Affinity with me, to whom y’ave heard 
The faire Eurione has refign’d her heart, 

And by this circumvention fhould I court 
At your entreates her filler might pretend 
A righteous caule, for an unjull revolt. 

For were it otherwife, your temper could not 
Brooke your C/iri/eas change without a dart 
Into a fudden fury. 

Dor. This language 
I underdand not, by my honour friend, 

This Iteration may difiierfe your doubt, 

I doe agen conjure you by all right 
Fnendlliip can challenge in you to affeifl 
Chrtfea nobly , fliall I liave your anfwer % 

Vit. Nay then my Lord, 

Since you arc ferious, freely I refume 
The priviledge of my liberty ; this body 
I doe confefle your captive, and t’has fufierd 
An honourable thraldonie, but my minde 
Remaines unbounded as &e ayre or fire, 
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Axe from their fpheares, Eurione has wone 
By the fubduing valor of her lookes, 

That in a field of fancy, not of blood, 

And ere another fhall ufurpe her right. 

In the defence ile dye her willing martyr. 

Dor. 1 judg’d what feiious value 
Your boafted friendflup would retaine ith tell. 

Draw your bright weapon, know that I doe hate 
Bafenelle os much as cowardice ; and fmce 
You flight a Lady for whofe pricelefle love 
Kings might refigne their Crownes, and humbly faU 
Like bare foot pUgrimes proftrate at the Ihrine 
Of fuch a beauty, lure if m this fword. 

Death has a refidence your life fliall finde it. 

And not furvive to boaft the cruell triumph 
Of her refufall. 

Vit. Sir your fword 
Cannot excite a trembling in my blood, 

The glillring fplendour cheiilhes my fight, 

Like polifli’d Chiyllall, henceforth name of friend 
Be no more known betwixt us then a dreame. 

Thus 1 expire it, I may now regaine 
My honour forfeited in the Generali caufe 
By this particular Combate. 

Dor. Should my fate 

Yield me the conquefl, yet his death would not 

Beget Chrifeas quiet, but augment 

Her gnefe and hate againll me ; flay, forbeare, 

I feele a palfie in my vemes, and cannot 
Manage this little inllniment of death, 

My finews put on infancy agen 

And have no vigor in them, oh 

I am fo full of palTion, I have fcarce 

Roome left to vent a figh, a mine of lead 

Hangs on my heart, and with its weight has crack'd 

The feeble courage. 

yi/. Noble foule, his griefe 
Workes more coropundlion in me, than his fword 
Did fuddaine anger ; could 1 grant what you 
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Requeil, no'brand-mailct Have (hould fulfill 
Sooner his Mailers moil fevere command, 

Than I would yours ; but this abrogates all lawes 
Of friendihips duly : if /ave vowd this adl, 

You may as lafely diianull the Oath, 

As Ihould you in fome defperate fiuy fweare 
To be your fi^thers murtherer. 

Dor. Bid me firil renounce 
My allegeance to my honour, fell my faith 
I owe my Native Countty : my Vttdlt 
I feele an humour m my braine, which ilrives 
For paiTage at mine eyes, wilt fee me weepe t 
Confider finend, denying my requeil 
Thou doil undoe a Lady, who may claime 
The pnviledge of all hearts : depnv’il the world 
Of fuch a jemme, that ihould old nature ilrive 
To frame her fecond, it would quite exhauil 
Her glorious treafury, then jn her ruine ; 

My hie and honour’s forfeited, think this. 

And were thy heart obdurate as a rocke 
Of Adamant, this thought joyn’d with my teares 
Would fooner than the blood of Goats diilolve it 
To gentle foftneife. 

Vtt. Your eyes are moving advocates, they fpeake 
Such an o’re-ilowing Language, that my love 
Then in its owne caufe a moil partial! Judge, 

Allowes my mercy frecdome to pronounce 
Sentence on your fide ; you have jirevail’d. 

He ferve Chnfea, as her pleafure lhall 
Difpofe my will and fortune 

Dor. I beginne 

To feele my fpirits quicken, and my blood 
Receive its noble temper ; deare Vitelli, 

Thy nobleneife does prompt thee to an adl 
Shdl wnte thy friendihip higher in the hits 
Of lacred amity, than mothers loves. 

Goe to my beil Chrtfea, (he expedls 
To know by thee the truth of my fucceife. 

Tell her 1 am more happy in her blilfe^ 
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Than if I had enjoy’d her conftant love : 

So leave*me love, I may perhaps tranfgreffe 
Man-hood agen, and (houldil thou fee me weepe 
Twice, thou wouldft judge my former flood of 
teares 

A feigned pafllon. 

Vti. Your Genius guard you ; thus I apply 
Balme to his wounds, while I doe bleeding dye. 

Ex. 


Enter Bonivet. 

Bon. Noble Generali, 

1 come to gratulate the happy choyfe 
Y’ave made in faire Chrtfea , (he’s a Lady, 
That though the were a ilranger to my blood. 
My judgement would allow as rich a vertue 
As ever glonfi’d the fexe. 

Dor. T would be 
A facrilegious errour not to admit 
Your Character for truth, but in our loves 
A thoufand hidden caufes doe produce 
Alternate changes, my returne has fetled 
My thoughts on new refolves, and I mud fuite 
My affedlions to them. 

Bon. Howl perhaps liecaule 
You are return’d triumphant with your bayes. 
Growing unon your brow, you doe rejefl 
The love before you fu’d for, tis not noble 
So to abafe a Lady, whofe bnght fame. 
Although untainted as a Chndail rocke. 

Mull pafle a popular cenfure, if you, who 
Did with fuch eamellneffe pretend her match 
Should on the fuddaine fcome it. 

Dor. I’me not bound 

To give you reafons why ; but know my mind. 
Which your conteding cannot alter's fixt 
On what I have related. 
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Bon. I mad then tell yon' 

You doe defame the opinion of that worth 
The world does credit in you'; this affront^ 

Should all her other friends fit idle gazers 
On her difgrace, (hould iliire me to attempt 
An ample fotisfadlion from your heart. 

Though you had multitudes of greater glories 
Heap'd on your head, or were defenc’d with legions 
To £^ght me from the adventure. 

Dor. Sir, your courage 
Is juller than your quarrell, doe you think 
I weare a fword onely for ornament ; 

And though our yeares declare us equalls, yet 
My education was I’th' trade of wane. 

Tis my profeflloii to mfranchife foules 
From pnfons of their flefh, and would be loath 
Caufe you have intereft m Chrifeas blood. 

Your paflion (hould betray you to the fury 
Of my incenfed wrath. 

Bon. All difcourfe 

Is tedious to me, fure the world’s abus’d 
With report of your valour, men who commit 
Affronts they dare not anfwer, ufe excufe 
In moderation of them, I expedled 
I (hould have met an adverfory of you, 

Of temper hot as lightning, and os bold 
As Lyons vext with hunger, and I finde you 
A tame degenerate Coward. 

Dor. .^1 refpedl 

Of love and pitty hence : Beare up, my (leele 

fight. 

Has prickt your bread; I would not have you dye 
Chrifeas Martyr. 

Bon. I’ve puld untimely mine on mee, I’me 
hurt, 

I feare to mortall danger : Noble Generali, 

See me coadudled to LaDantios houfe, 
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There 1 (hall get a Surgeon. 

Dor. Noble young man, 

Muller thy llrongell fpirits up : lam one 
Of Fortunes paftimes ; yefteitlay return’d, 
Advanc’d to heaven by the peoples breath, , 
To day hurl’d downe into the abylle of death. 


Th$ Ladies Priviledge. 


Ill 


AAus Tertius. 


Enter Chri/ea, and Corimba. 

Chri. Ame none yet from the Generali ? 

C>r. No lafooth Madam ; I piotell roar 

filler 

If (he continue in thefe fuddaine fits, 

Will fo undoe her face, that all my art 
Can never redlifi’t ; (hee weepes, as if 
She might as eafily be fiippl/d with eyes 
As with new drelfings, ile be fworne, I tooke 
As hearty paines to cut a handfome heart ; 

And though I fay’t it was a pretty one 

As e’re was made of Taffaty, to grace her Cheek, 

And never trull me if I lye to you, 

Her teares has walh’d her heart away. 

C/ir. Th’ art Hill in thefe 
Impertinent difcourfes : what’s the caufe 
My fifler is fo prodigall of her gnefe. 

To let thee fee her vent it f 

Cor. Why -Madam, I have feene a Lady weepe^ 
Befides 3 rour filler, and have wept my felfe too, 

I never fhall forget the time ; 1 could 
Een cxy agen to thinke on’t ; twas at the death 
Of your fine little lewell : never Lady 
Nuift fuch a dainty puppy, but hee’s gone, 
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A|xd farewell he ; I will not give a rufli 

For any woman cannot ufe Ikt eyes 

With as much hberty as her tongue, thefe fooles, 

Thefe loving Ideots men for three forc’d drops 

Will molhfie like wax, and be made apt 

For any impreifion. 


Enter Vitelli. 

Chr, Vitelli you are Wellcome, I fuppofe 
Your bufinefle has been urgent, we expedled 
Your prefence fooner, howfoever now 
Tis grateful hither. 

Cor, My young Lady (hall 
Have notice of ’s arrivall, perhaps his fight 
Will cheere her drooping fpints. 

Ex. 

Vit. Madam, my friend 
The Generali, does by me tender his bed 
And trued femce to you, he has fent me 
Prompt, to fulfill the niced poynt of duty 
Your pleafure cads upou me. 

Chri, Sir, the Generali is 
So jud in his proceeding, I mud ever 
Edeeme him truely Noble, though I (hould 
Banilh him my afifedtion. 

Vit, I could wi(h 

The fweetnefle of your vertue would vouchfafe 
To lay a reclamation of your love : 

Had you but feene with what ambitious hade, 
With what extreame perfwafions he endeavour’d 
The fatisfadlion of your will, you could not 
Fancy a change from one fo worthy. 

Chri, No % not to enjoy your (elfe I 
Vit, Me Madam ; 

No equall eye can paiallell my poore 
RegaidlelTe meri^ with the glorious worth 
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Which does as farre tranfcend mine in defert^ 

As’t does in eminence of fortune. ' 

Chri, Sir your moftelly 
Extenuates your owne worthinefle, to beftow 
A large addition on your friends, my judge- 
ment 

Has ballanc'd both, and has concluded which 
Ought to be held mod noble, I doe honour 
True condancy in men, pray tell me fir. 

For it concemes me neerely, did you ever 
Fervently love my fider 1 
l^i. To include, 

(All drength of humane zeale) as Doria does 
Adore your excellent beauty, with a heat 
Holy as foules in deeped fancy 
Their feinted fellowes 

Ckri. And can you extinguifh 
So great a dame fo eaCily, can entreates, 

So foone fubdue your temper ? if your truth 
Be of this wavering quality, how lhall I 
Receive afliirance of it f 
The vow 

I made, my fnend fecures it, thinke not Madam 
Thatjboth:my parents with perfwafive prayers. 

Could have enforc’d me violate my faith 
To faire Eunotie, but when my friend. 

My honor’d friend to whom I owe my life. 

As tenant to his bounty, did in teares, 

A fouldiers teares whofe every drop prevailes 
More then a captive pnnceffe, plead the lode 
Of his owne life, my gratitude did vanquilh 
Faflion, and forc’d me tear even from my loule 
Eurtones adedUon. 

Chri. You are jud 
In your determination. 
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Enter Ettrione. 

Vit, Ble0e me fnendihip, 

And with thy white wings overfhade my hearty 
Or here defcends a Saint .will difpM>irefre Ihee 
Of the accuflom’d Ihnne, a barke enclos'd, 

Twixt two encountring tides is not more toll 
Then I twixt ftnving paffions, while a friend, 

I cannot be a lover. 

Eur. Vttdli 

Am I in your opinion loll 1 my Mer 
Relates fo fad a wonder, that if truth, 

I am undone for ever. 

Vit. Harke fhe fpeakes too> 

A tempting language ; fuch was our firfi. mothers 
voyce, 

While file was innocent, deeie Ladies would 
I could divide my felfe, for being one, 

I cannot on the Theater of my minde, 

Adi both a friend and lover, t^t two names 
Of fo intire affinity Ihould occadon 
So manifed a diffenfion, in a foule 
Tbat would be true yet is inforc’d, though loath, 

To forfeit one, or to be ialfe to both. 

Chri. My expedlation did not 
rFTe]sage this foftnefle in you, I had thought 
You had come fumifh'd with a full refolve 
To adl your friends requefl, 

Vit. Yet I mull needs 
Speake in a caufe fo moving ; Madam thinke 
How much more noble tis in you to lave, 

Then to deflroy ; behold three bleeding hearts 
Imploring pitty from you, mine, your fifters. 

And your adorer Donas, which one word 
Of yours would ranfome from approaching death. 

Oh be not fpanng of that breath, 'twill found 
In the jud eares of heaven more fweet then 
prayers 
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Offerd by Cloyllei'd virpns, oh refume 
Your native charity, and fulfill my fuite^ 

And in requitall of that famed grant, 

Time (hall depend like fummer on your brow, 

And your whole life be one contmued youth. 

Such were the fprings in Paiadife, and when 
You palle to be a (lurer in heavens bliife, 

Viigins and innocent lovers fpotlelTe teares, 
Hardned to pearle by the flronge heate of fighes. 
Shall be your monument 
Chri. This whole difcouife 
Should you inlarge it to a volumne, cannot 
Alter my meaneA thought, I only wi(h you 
As you are noble to refpeA your honour : 

That’s aU my anfwer. 

Exit. 


Eur. But doe you meane 
Vitelli, to performe what Dona has enjoyn’d you. 

m Ifliallmelt 
Into a willing pitty, if the flame 
Of fnendlhip did not with its effefluall heat, 

Dry up loves moyfture : deere Madam he 
That has commanded me this deathfull taske 
Claimes fuch a lawfull Intereft in my life, 

That fpight of my affedlion, I mud yield 
To his reliftlelTe will : yet I will love you 
So far as honour gives me warrant, and 
With you the bed of women, the lieft joyes 
HappinelTe can impart to you farewell, 

’Tis a befitting gratitude to give 

That hfe a being ; by whofe guift I live. 

Exit. 

Eur, Sorrowes flow high j griefe unto griefe fuc- 
ceed. 

Wounds are more dangerous which doe inward bleed. 

Exit. 
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Enter Adomi, and Erangipan. 


Ador. Come let not this diHiearten you, your 
French 

Is a thing eafily gotten, and when you have 
As hard to (hake it off, runnes in your blood, 

As ’twere your mother language, but there is 
An obfervation farre more neceflary 
T improve your judgement, dill let your difcouife 
Conceme the forraigne bufinefle, and be fure 
To applaud out-landiih fafliions, and take off 
From what is native, as if you (hall heare 
Any commend the Genoa garbe, or (late 
Anfwer in France, m Naples, or in Spaine, 

No matter where, io it be farre enough 
From hence, they are more politicke, more witty ; 
Every way more deferving, this will (peake 
Infinitely judicious, when to praife 
Our owne domellicke manners, is as if 
A man (hould praife himfelfe, and be accounted 
A felfe conceited gul for ’t 
Fran. Very good, 

This IS a rule lie put in practice I, 

Thanks to my inclination can fpeake ill 
Of my owne father fignior. 

Ador. Signior ; 

Still you betray your ignorance, why figiuor, 

Mounfieur has a farre more airy and harmonious 
found. 

There’s muficke in the letters, dill polifh your 
phrafe 

With particles of language, which till I’ve taught 
you 

Perfedlly anfwer with a (hrug or nod. 

Or any forraigne gedure, fuefa a fdence 

Will be efteem’d for gravity, and become you better 
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Then volubility of fpeeeh does fome 
Whofe tongues are gentlemen ulhers to their wits, 

Still going before it, and when you doe fpeake. 

Let it not be, as now you doe of newes 
Abroach ten daies before, and quite drunke of \ 

But what affaires are adled then in France, 

What in the Englilh Court and ftill remember 
T’ extoll ’hem infinitely, and if any anfwer 
Comparatively with our owne a fenous laughter. 

Will not become you ill, to (hew how much 
You flight their error. 

Frah. Better ftill, I like 
This flighting humour infinitely, but how 
If they fiiould talkc of our Italian dames, 

I’me bound to be their Champion, for I’ve heard 
Strangers report, and I hold then- opinion, 

Our Curtezans excell all other Nations. 

Ador That ftiew’d thofe ftrangers judgements, and 
confirm’d 

What I Mould have you underftand in F.n^land, 

W'here publitke houfes are prohibited 
There are the braveft Lafles, here fome Donfclla 
That was the laft night yours, ftiall for two Ducats 
To morrow be a S.i>lers when there 
Your Citizens wives, girles frelh as ayre, and whol- 
fome 

As pretioiis Candy w'ives will meet their Gamllers, 

At a convenient Taverne, rob their husbands 
Without a fcruple, and fupply tlieir fncnils, 

While the good innocent Cuckolds pay a price 
For their owne horning 
Fran. Evcellent, excellent 
Cetioa, I doe defie thy coftive girles. 

He henceforth love thefe Englifti fparkes of gold : 
Would I were there . it (hould goc hard but I 
Would graft on their Aldermens Coxecom’os. 

Ador. Th’ are grafted fall already fir, befides 
They ne’re get Children, but their Hench boyes on 
Their Sergeants wives, after fome City feaft. 
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When the provoking fpirit of White broath, and 
CuAard eniiames their blood: what Gmoa Bur- 
gefle 

Dares be fo boldly courag’d : He tell you, 

And marke how bafe and fordid it appeares 
To have our Cellers Huff’d with Corfike Wines : 

Yet for this foolilh finne cald Temperance, 

Tantahze, and nere taile it, while your Dtitch, 

Tour noble-fpinted German will carroufe 
A fcore of Goblets to provoke this llomacke 
To’s bread and Butter; doe nothing but by dif- 
creete 

Counfell of drinke, not match his daughter to 
A man he fees not dmnke firff, fcarce fay 's prayers 
Till he be full of liquor, which enflames 
The mmde to generous aiflions. 

^att. I commend 'hem, 

And will be glad to imitate. 

Adar, Your En^ltjh 

Deferves as large applaufe, who to fay truth, 
Out-diinks the Dutch, as is the common proverb. 

The Dutch-man dnnks his buttons off, the Englijh 
Doublet and all away, then marke their carriage . 

If two fall out and ftnke, and be by company 
Farted ; though one weares m his face the badge 
Of his difhonour, which excites him to 
As brave revenge, not daunts him . for he’ll llraight 
Call out his enemy to a fingle Duel!, 

Scorning his life ; contemmng the Lands lawes. 

Which doe forbid thofe combats, and ne’re part 
Till one be flaine, and the furvivour fure 
As death to hang for 't. 

Fran. Excellent, I love a man that cares not for 
hanging. 

Ador. Then to their further glory, which takes 
off 

All the difgrace of halter, they are fure 
Ere they be fcarce cold, to be Chronicled 
In excellent new Ballads, which being fung 
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1th’ ftreets 'moog boyes and girles, Colliers^ and Car- 
men, 

Are bought as great memorialls of their femes, 

Which to perpetuate, they are commonly lluck up 
With as great triumph in the tiplmg houfes, 

As th^ were fcutchions. 

Fran. Better : yet I'de give 
A hundred iDucats to be chronicled 
In fuch a hiftoncall Canto : who compofes them t 
Ador. They have their fpedall Poets for that pur- 
pofe 

Such as Hill drinke fmall Beere, and fo are apt 
To fpit out lamentable Iluffe ; then for their 
cloathes 

They hate a cut domefticke, but imitate 
The French precifely gallants, weare their long 
Parifian Breeches, with five poynts at knees, 

Whofe tagges concurring with their harmonious 
fpurres 

Afford rare muficke ; then have they Doublets 
So Ihort ith' wade, they feeme as ’twere begot 
Vpon their Doublets by their Cloakes, which to fave 
ftuffe 

Are but a yeares growth longer than their skirts ; 

And all this magazine of device is fumifli’d 
By your French Tayler: what Country man is 
yours ? 

Fran. A Gato^t. 

Ador. Fie, change him Monfieur, 

Tbu have heard a Spanifii Count’s 
Lately arriv’d, without any advice, how’d you falute 
him 1 

Fran. Thus fir, after our Italian fafhion. 

Ador. That’s too vulgar ; 

You mud accod him thus rrith a date face, 

As if ‘your beard had beene turn’d up that morning 
By advice of all the Barbers in the City, 

As you had dred you m a Looking-glafie, 

Proper to none but the Dukes privy Counfellors : 
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Fionounce your Brfolas monos with a grace, 
As if you were the fonne and heire, apparant 
To th’ Adelantado of Ctfflile. 


Enter La£lantio. 


La£L Adorni, this is no time for mirth, 

Your noble General has flam Lord Bonivet, 

And for the a£l is a pnfoner. 

Ador. Dares the date bereave him of his liberty. 
Without whofe moll unwearied valour, 

It had beene betray’d to llaveiy 1 
Lac. You know Lord Bonwets aUiance to the 
Duke. 

Ador. Allyance, death a thoufand Bomvets, 

And Dukes and States, weigh not 
A fcruple poys’d with his full worth. 

Lac. He’s to be tiyed ith’ morning without 
noyfe, 

For feare of mutiny, and tis fuppos’d 
That if fome virgin Lady doe not claime 
Her priviledge, and begge his life, he’ll fuffer. 

Fran. It the maid that begges mud be above 
fifteene, 

Tis Ihrewdly doubted where Ihell be found. 

Ad<»'. All our virgins ought, if they have vertue, 
to contend 

For fuch a glory ; but if all be fqueamilh. 

May all the daughters of our bed Burgers runne 
Away with fouldiers, and become Sutlers wives. 

Fran. Elfe when they have a mafculine itch 
upon ’hem. 

And would tade man, may they be wed to Eunuchs. 

La£I. Or elfe be forc’d to keepe their maiden-heads 
Till they be mudy and not marchantable 
' To yoimger brothers with additions of wealthy por- 
tions. 
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Fran. Iitay they when they would ftrive to mend 
their faces to allure a fuitor, want paint and blacke- 
patches to Aoppe the Crannies of their >Cheekes: 
may their Pomatum bee mixt with Hogs-greafe, that 
they may be abominable even in the nofe of lewes : 
may the green-ficknelle raigne in their bloods, and 
may they be debar’d of oate-meale, and clay-wall, and 
fall to P^ts-bane. 

Ador. May their parents tume moil precife pre- 
afians,' 

And forbid em the fight of plays, or may they 
never 

Dance unlefTe be to a bag-pipe or a Crowd. 

Fran. May they want hikes for gownes, and if 
they feeke 

Supply from Naples, let them inileed be fumiih’d 
With their Difeafe , may Millaners breake and|Feather 
men. 

May my Aunt dye fuddenly, and bury with her 
All her devifes ; may there be no Earth 
Found to make looking-glaffes, that they come to 
ufe of 

Kitchen-wenches, dreile their heads by the reflexion 
of a 

Paile of water, or in a pewter chamber veflell. 

Ador. LaFlantto, let’s go wayte the Generali 
In pnfon, ’twould be bafe fiiould we negleifl him 
In his extremity. 

Exeutd. 


Enter Dorsa, and SabdlL 

Dor. Is it confirm’d hee’s dead ? 

Sab. The generall voyce 
Divulges fo ith’ City ; and the Duke 
Has fent an order which commands you forth 
I’th morning to your tryall : my deare Lord 
1 hope the fervice you bare done the State 


K a 
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Abroad, will here at home fecure your life 
From the Lawes violent Ri^^ur. 

Dor. Yes poore boy. 

If thou mightft be thy mailers judge Sabdli, 

I am at the period of my fete, and would not 
Have thee a fed fpeflator of my fell 
At home, whom thou fo oft hall waited on 
Abroad in triumph, therefore gentle heart, 
Retume home to thy mother, and funnve 
To ferve a happier mailer. 

Sab. My noble Lord 
Have I fo often followed you, when death 
Attended on each Hep, when every hurl 
That fear’d your noble body, I have wilh’J 
Imprinted on my flefti, and with my teares. 

Even drown’d the purple deluge of your wounds. 
That as my truth and loyalties reward, 

I mull be turn'd away unkindly, when 
My lall and jullell fervice might declare 
My zeale to you my mailer ; Oh fir. 

You more afflufl my innocence with thefe words. 
Then if fad tmth had brought me the report 
Of my owne mothers funerall, and Ihould you 
Enforce me leave you, the fucceeding care. 

And labour of my life (hould be conium'd 
In a perpetuall weeping. 

Dor. Good Sobeilt 

Ceafe this affli^ing language, left I grow 
As childifh as thy felfe, and burft mto teares 
To beare thee company. 

Sab. Befides my Lord, 

When your bleft foule does on immortall wings 
Arrive at heaven who lhall attend it there, 

The Saints and Angels will efteeme themfelves 
Worthy to be your lellowes, while my poore 
And humble Ghoft would reckon it a blilTe 
To waite on you, as carefully as when 
We liv’d on earth together, deere my Lord, 

Let me dy with you, death and I have beene 
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Play-fellowes thefe many yeares, hel only bring me 
To reft as pleaQng to my fence as fleepe 
After a tedious watching 

Dor. This kinde paiTion 
Shakes my moft mafculine temper ; heere Sabtlli 
Accept this Gold, thefe lewells, as the laft 
Gift of thy penlhiing Lord, thou (halt accept ’em ; 

If the law doe not palTe upon my life, 

He fend for thee agen, I prethee leave me, 

I would be private, and thy prefence does 
Difturbe my ferious thoughts. 

S<^. Nay then tis time 
For me the wretched'ft foule on earth to take 
My lading farewell of you ; all the joyes 
Of bleft eternity m (lead of my 
DefcrtlelTe fervice ; waite upon your life ; 

You ne’re (hall view your boy agen, for fure 
If your light be extinguifh’d, my weake flame , 

Cannot continue burning ; give me licence 
To kilTe your honour’d hand^ and to let fall 
A parting drop or two : and now farewell 
For ever noble Lord ; that greefe appears moft true. 
That's wnt in blood as well as teaies. [Adieu.] 

Exit. 

Dor. Poore boy ; I have not yet deferv’d fo ill 
But my untimely fate excites fome pitty. 


Enter Adomi, LaDantio, and D'angipan. 

Adorm thou art come to fee the laft 
And greateft of thy Generalls aftions, 

Whi(^ like a cunning and well mannag’d fcene, 
Not till the period will difclofe the plot 
Of my lifes Tragedy. 

Ador. Your life my Lord ; 

Death dare not venture to invade it, and 
The (late as foone will call the enemy 
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Into their City, as pretend the leaft 
Danger to their fupporting Coluinne, which 
Should it but (hake, it might difmantle their 
Bed Bulwarkes, burne their Navy, and funender 
Themfelves to prefent (laveiy. 

La£l. The Duke, 

Though he did hold his kiniinan deere, wjll value 
The publique good before his private mine. 

JF^an. Let the Duke doe his word, and all the 
(late 

Stand on Fan/t/tos, I can fetch a Lady 
Of excellent quality (hall beg your Loidlhip, 

He make her doo’t 

Ador. Nay, (hould all fayle you fir, 

Should the States angers, the Dukes paniall (en- 
tence. 

The peoples malice bandy to furprize 
The treafure of your life ; know you have friends 
Would fixe the heads of halfe the Towne upon 
Their Lances poynts, ere your lead drop of blood 
Should be diminilhed. 

Gentlemen, I thank yon 

For all your loves , but know the (hape of Death 
Is not fo ugly to me, but if judice 
Contrail me to the monder, I (hall court it 
As ’twere feme beauteous £nde ; and thank the Axe 
That like the Fned, unites me to a Spou(e 
That will not play the woman and revolt. 

Come Gentlemen let’s in, brave foules doe hat^ 

To be dejedled by the force of Fate. 


Exeunt. 
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Adlus Quartus. 


£tUer CArifea, Eurione, Viielli. 

CAru T Am vety fony that his Fate has caft 

Such a difaflrous chance upon his Life ; 
But his defert will blunt the edge of juilice, 

And mitigate the feverity, which would 
Queftion the fafety of his Life. 

Vit. Tis in your mercy 

To daih the Lawes proceedings, gracious Madam, 
The Piiviledge that our Countiy gives your Sexe, 
Can hope for no imployment, that will rayfe 
A greater Trophee to your fame, then this 
To ranfome him, whole conftanqr and truth 
Exceeds all boall of Stones. 

Eur. You’l redeeme 
The opinion of your piety, which fcandall, 

Should you omit this juft and righteous ta^e, 
Would blaft with blacked infamy. 

Chri. You plead 

In your owne caufe, not his, t’does not befeem 
My modefty to interpofe my felfe 
In that which nought concemes me. 

Vit. Is his life 

Of fuch a triviail value in your thoughts, 

That you efteem’t not worthy your intreats, 

To iav’t from killings none, iamd love, 
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Thou miracle of Nature, and delight 
Of all who know humanity with fome 
Rehgious arrow pierce her flinty bread, 

Some pious lhaft, on whofe fubduing point 
Pitty and amorous foftnede gently lit, 

Reduce this diaying Schifmaticke to the fird 
Vnfpotted purenefle of her condant faith, 

And we will pay a thoufand clouds of lighes, 

As incenfe to thy Altars. 

Ew. Offer up 

Miriads of virgin vowes and with our teares 
Extinguifh all uregular flames that taint 
Thy holy fires. 

Yit. Oh Madam 

What heart lo barbarous, does not at loves 
fmiles 

Put off the native fieicenelTe, beads with beads, 
Obferve his Jawes ; the Lyon wboTe big breath 
Afihghts the trembling people of the woods, 

Were his hoarfe accents to be underdood. 

They would appeare to be affe'dions groves. 

The Nightingale that on lafcivious wings 
Flies from the poplar to the trembling Beech, 

And on each bough chaunts melancholy notes 
^iHa^ he a humane utterance, would proclaime 
.Thofe penfive draines, the muficke of his love ; 

yee be lefle fenfible of a power, 

Tha^ii fo great, then creatures bari the ufe 
Ofifacred reafon, and ditcourfe ? 

.. 'CifH. This is to feeke to pacific the fea 
With teares ; Vttelli you midake, your fiiend 
Values not at fo deere a rate his life, 

As to receive a being tributary 
To my unask’d entreats, befides I fhould 
Envy the dates prerogative, whofe mercy 
Is in remittmg his unwilling fault, 

But a becomming thankefulnefle, and fhould 
Be cenfur’d, as too p^all to my owne 
Affedlion fhould I ^ve to be his wife, 
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Whofe hand is purpled with the innocent blood 
Of mjr late muidered kinfman. 

Eur, This concemes 
As neerely me as you, but by juft truth, 

Though I’me ingag’d by my particular choyce 
To my Vitelli, were I fure the Generali 
Would not contemne my ofter, and fo blall 
My future fame, I would difclaime all tyes 
Of former fancy j and implore his fafety. 

Vtt. This is a fweetneife 
Which I cold wifh you, what has begot 
This ftrange defertion of your faith, true love, 

Being once receiv’d into the foule converts 
Into its very eflence, does become 
The (ame eternall fubftance, can you then 
Teare from the tender Cabinet of your brell 
Your very heart 1 this cruelty exceeds 
The depth of tyranny ; but reft affur'd. 

If Dona fuffer by your proud contempt, 

I’me freed then from my promife, and will 
fooner 

Wanne an empoyfoning Scorpion in my armes, 

Then yeeld my meaneft thought to you who are 
By evident circumftance, though not by fact, 

My friend the Generalls murdrelTe. 

Chri. This Vitelh 

Is not a meanes to winne me to your friend, 

But more avert me from him, it inflames 
My minde with holier fire to Court your love ; 

There is an evident beauty m your foule, 

Equall to trueft honor, I will cberilh 
This bravery in you, if your mafculine fancy 
Engages you thus conftant, to a friend, 

You’I be a loyall husband, fare you well, 

Be Hill thus noble, and be happy. 

Eur, My filler 

Has loft all fence of pitty ; deere Vitelli, 

There is no wretcheiteeire opprefling es^ 
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Equall to ours, love thus the Tyrant playes, 
Affidling innocence by unufuall waies. 

Exeunt. 


Enter Doria as a prt/oner, LaEantio, Adomi, 
to them Tnvulei, Senators, Offieers, 
and Attendants. 

Akor. Tis like your felfe tny noble Lord, but 
fee 

The Duke apporoaching, let your foule expedl 
An equall hearing. 

0/jic. Beare backe, roome for the Duke and 
Senate, what 

Cuckold’s that would have his Coxcombe broaket 
beaxe backe there. 

Trw. Cite in the pnfoner. 

Offie. Hee's here tny Lord. 

Tri. I’me foiry that 

You for whofe head the gratitude of the Hate 
Decreed tnumphant bayes {hould be enforc’d 
To Hand here a delinquent, but the law 
Mud as a ftreight and uncorrupted ilreame 
Enjoy its ufuall freedoine, my Lords, 

We are not met here to arraigne a prifoner, 

Whofe guilt does fpeake his fentence, but a 
perfon 

Not only mud unblemiih'd m his fame. 

But one to whom our country owes its life : 

Who with his deared blood has balm'd the 
wounds 

Which mifchiefes giant-off-fprings, raydng warre, 

Cut in the bofome of the common-wealth. 

Sen. We all confede his worth. 

TVi, Yet this brave youth, 

This patron of our liberty, all his honours, 

His blood and titles, his defenlive bayes 
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(That would have guarded his vidlorious front 
From blafts of lightning) laid afide, is come 
To tender fatisfadlion to the lawes, 

He has offended, and fince judgement is 
The immediate adl of Juflice, it muff paffe 
To fave impartial! cenfure on his life, 

As on the wretched'ft malefa£lors ; for 
His former merits cannot take away 
His prefent fault \ for who ere is guilty 
Vndoes the pnviledge of his defert and blood ; 

For if great men offending paffe unpunifli'd, 

The common people who doe ufe to finne, 

By their examjile feareleffe, will runne on 
Into licencious wickedneffe. 

Sen. Your grace delivers 
The intenfion of the (late, no oracle 
Could have explain’d the meaning of our lawes 
With more integrity, 

Trt. Yet my good Lords, 

I fpeake not this, that my particular vengeance, 
Becaufe he flew my kinfman, has the leaft 
Ayme at his life, which 1 would (Inve to cherifli 
As my owne health, or as the Cities peace, 

For Magillrates ought to behold their crimes, 

Not the committers, as the Poets fame 
Of wife Tyref/as, to want eyes, and only 
Have feeing undcrffanding, for a |udge 
Is guilty of the fault he does not puniffi. 

And if rewards and triumphs doe adome 
Heferts tis juff that (hame and punilhments 
Should wait on vices, and how much more 
worthy 

The perfon is that a€ls them, fo farre (harper 
Should be the penalty infiidled on him. 

Sen. And when the law 
Vfes its utmoff rigor, tis the cnme, 

And not the man it fentences. 

Trt, In briefe We mull 
Decline his merit, and forget 
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Our gratitude, and fince his hand is dipt 
In'civill blood, his life mull expiat what 
His arme unfortunately committed. 

Dor. Hy Lords, 

The fervices which I have done the Hate, 

Were but my natuTall duty, 1 atchiev’d ’em 
To gaine me fame and glory, and you fafety, and 
Should elleeme them Traytors to honour, ‘if their inter- 
celfion 

Be a protedlion for my crimes, I meane not 
To plead to fave a dif-refpedled life, 

Catde I feare death, a fea incompafs’d tocke 
Is not lefle timerous of the affaulting waves. 

Then I of the giirame monller, but there is 
A fame furviving which I would be loath, 

Should teU pofterity I tamely yeelded 
My bead to th’ Axe, and dyed becaufe my fpirit 
Durft not de&re to live to quit this fcand^, 

I hope what I can urge in iny defence 
Shall hare indifferent heanng. 

TW. Speakc freely. 

Dor. Know then my intention 
Is not by excufe to extenuate my fa£t, 

Which I confelTe moil homd, and would pay 
A thoufand Ihowers of forrow, could this hand 
Reedifie that goodly frame of flefh 
Which it demohtht, but my pricelelle fame. 

In whofe deere caufe I flew him, will to juftice 
Boldly proclaime, 1 did no more then what 
He truth I owe my reputation tells me. 

Was right in poynt of honour. 

2yi. But the law 
Does dilallow it as unjuft, and that 
Muft be your judge, and not that idle breath 
Which you abufively terme honor. 

Dor. Your lawes cannot without partiali^ pro- 
nounce 

lodgement againft me, for they doe acquit 
That man of guilt that to defend his life 
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Is forc’d to flay his enemy ; my a£l 
Carries the fame condition, fince my fame, 

W^ofe fafety ui;g’d me to kill him, is my life, 

My immortall life, as faire tranfcending this 
As the foule does the body, for the fwoid, 

Retumes that to its primitive matter dull. 

And there it rells forgotten, but a wound 
Strucke upon reputation, leaves a brand. 

So felfe dilfulive is diflionors guilt. 

Even to pollerity, and does revive 
After t* has fufferd martyrdome. 

Sen. Yet this 

Cannot excufe your fa£l, for civill reafon 
Allowes a reparation for the lolTe 
Of fame, but gives no man a lawfull licence 
To fnatch the pnviledge from the hands of 
juflice. 

Which would difpofe it equally. 

Dor, This lln€lnefle 

Dellroyes all right of manhood, fince a coward 
May fearefully relying on this fufferage 
Of Law affront even valors felfe, confider 
That the moil cunning Pilot cannot lleere 
Mans brittle vellell ’twixt thefe dangerous Rocks 
Of law and honor fafely, fayle by this, 

And on that fuifer Ihipwracke, for fuppofe 
I had with patience borne this fcandalous 
name 

Of a degenerate coward, I not only 
Had nip'd the budding valor of my youth. 

As with a killing froll, but left a fhame 
Inherent to our family, dif^c’d 
My noble fathers memory, defam’d 
Nay cowarded my Anceilors, whofe dud. 

Would ’a broke through the Marbles, to re- 
venge 

To me this fatall infamy. 

Ador. Well urg’d, and refolutely. 

Dor. Nay more, your felves 
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That hate the deed being done, would have de- 
tefted 

The doer worfe had it not beene perform’d 
Withdrawne my chardge ith’ army ; as from one 
Protefted for a Coward, I ought then 
Have abjur’d the bade of warre, in which I have 
beene nurs’d. 

Yet for preferving this unvalued jemme 
Of pretious honour that hangs on my fonle, 

Like a well polilh’d lewell in the eare. 

Of the exaClefl beauty, muft I fuffer 
The laws fteme ngor. 

Tn. Sir I (hould refute 

With circumftance your wrong opinion, but m 
briefe, 

Religious confcience, utterly difclaimes 
An aCt fo barbarous to take man’s life, 

Is to deftroy Heavens Image, and if thofe 
Are held as Tra)rtors, and the law inflidls 
Severed tortures on them, who deface 
The damps of Princes in their coyne, can they 
Appeare, as guiltleffe wbofe rude hands difgrace 
The great Creators Image, and commit 
Treafon 'gaind awfull nature; Oh my Lord 
Collect your ferious temper, and put off 
The overweening fantafies of youth, 

Confider what a vaine deluding breath 
Is reputation, if compar’d with life, 

Thinke that an idle, or detracting word 
May by a faire fubmiilion (which our lawes 
Of honor doe require it will enforce) 

Be waffl’d away, but the red guilt of blood 
Sticks as a blacke infection to the foule. 

That like an ^thiop cannot be waffl’d white, 

Thmke upon this, and know I mud with griefe 
Pronounce your fatall fentence. 
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A Jhout withm. Enter Corimha and Frangipart. 

jRhtn. Doe you heare Generali, He tell you nenrea, 
you were in i^opardy to have had your little weafon 
flit ; but I pronounce 

The happy word, be fafe ; this peece of beauty 
By my perfwalions does intend to take 
The edge of law off, and become your wife, 

True and infeparable. 

Cor. With reverence to this prefence, my good 
Lords, 

Know that I come not urg’d by heate of youth. 

/>•««. Tis true He bear her witneffe. 

Cor. Or any wanton or unchafl defire 
To beg this gentleman for my husband, neither 
To raife my felfe a fortune by the match, 

But mov’d in chanty, and provok’d in minde. 

With pitty to behold a man fo proper, 

Brought to an end untimely, by a death 
So fcandalous to honour as the Axe, 

1 come to crave our pnviiedge, and defire him 
For my moil lawfull husband. 

Tri. Gentle mayd 
You piety docs prompt you to an adl 
That ihall engage your coimtry to eredl 
A flatue to your memoiy, though I could not 
Difpence with juflice, yet fince there’s a meanes 
Without the lawes infnngement, to preferve him, 

I doe rejoyce as much as if my fonne 

Had fcap'd apparant danger : goe on and proiper 

In your defigne. 

Dor. Doe you thinke 
Becaufe 1 pleaded for my honours life, 

I doate fo much upon this idle breath, 

As to preferv’t with infamy, difpofe 

This womaniih privUedge to fubmifllve flaves, 
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Know that I hate a being that depends 
Upon anothers bounty more then death, 

At which my foule does, like an Eagle llretch 
Its diver wings, and ore the monllers head 
Will make flight at heaven ; pray fir proceed 
To judgement fuddenly, delay begets 
More tortors in me then your fentence. 

Cor. What doe you meane fir, pray* let me under- 
ftand you 

better, looke upon me, I am no woman to be 
flighted. 

Fra. She’s not afhara’d to (hew her face, marry 
her Unde, that I may call you fo. 

Sen. To wed this figure, is a farre greater punifh- 
ment then Death. 

Ador. Nere (land on tearmes, but many her, and 
free your felfe, and truft to me, you (hall not want a 
millrelle has better colours in her face. 

Dor. Corimba, 

I’me much engag’d to your offidous hade, 

And pay you many thankes, conceive not that 
1 doe contemne your perfon or diflike 
The meannefle of your match, for were your 
beauty 

Created for a miracle, and adorn'd 
With the addition of a fortune ampler, 

Then that perfedlion, I (hould crave a licence 
To tell your modelly I am prepar’d 
Rather for death then Nuptialls, and no llrength 
Of prayers and beauty, (hall have power to tempt 
me 

From my fixt refolution. 

Tr%. This is madnelle 
Not courage Dona. 

Cor. Sir I mull tell you 
You know not how to ufe a woman rightly. 

Perhaps tis baihfulnelTe, take courage lir, 

I have referv’d my deere virginity 
This fifty yeures for fucb a pious purpofe, 
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And ihould you flight me now, I fliould for- 
fwear 

Good puipofes hereafter : gentlemen perfwade him, 
Sure he cannot chufe but melt 
At your entreaties. 

Tri. Will you then pull your ruine on ; that 
feeks 

Thus eafily to flye from you ; lulUce calls 
On ra« to give your lentence new interruptions 


Recorders. Enter Vttellt, and SabelE, at a Lady. 
Virpns. 


It is the voyce of muficke, and prefages 
An Omen as harmonious as its notes, 

Approach friire troops of Virgins, here’s fubje<5l, 

Fit for your maiden pity. 

Car. Tis time for mee to take my farewell, thefe 
may bee beauties, peihaps my Lady may bee one, 
adiew fir ; you may be offer’d worfe. 

£x. Car. and Fran. 


Sab. My honour’d Lord, 

The charity I owe ray native country. 

That in the mine of this brave young man. 

Would fuffer infinitly, has forc’d us flnve 
With earely zeale fi^ to prefent our duties 
For his redemption, 'mong ten thoufand Virgins 
That would attempt it, and my tme affeflion 
Has wonne this favour from my fellowes, that 
To me they yield their interell, which I claime 
As my defir'd prerogative. 

TVi. Tis an adl 

The State will thanke you for ; unvaile your felfe, 
That wc may know to whom we owe our gratitude, 

^ I. 
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A moll excelling beauty, fuch an qre 
Would tempt rdigious coldneffe to a flame, 

Thaw Ages chilly froll, at fuch a cheeke 
The Spring might take a patteme to create, 

A mofl accomplilh’d freHmefle ; in her looks, 

Are modell fignes of innocenc^ fuch as Saints 
Weare in their liveheft counterfeits : Dorian here 
A Lady begs you, whom if you reiiife. 

The times would blacke you with the hatefull title 
Of your owne wilfull murther ; take her to you 
And live a fortunate husband. 

Dor. Noble maid, 

My mifery is fo extreame a finne. 

It cannot meet your bounty without breach 
Of vowes j which Ihould I violate, would pull 
Etemall torments on me ; keep your beauty 
For one whofe foule, free as the ayre he breaths. 

Can yield a mutuall fancy to your flame, 

And not deftroy his honour, for your goodnefle 
Since roy expir'd date, cannot yield you thanks 
Worthy the boundlefle merit of your love. 

If there can be a gratitude after death 
Exprefs?d by prayers, my foule in heaven fhall 
pay it 

To your kind charity. 

Sab Oh my Lord, 

I did expefl this anfwer, my poore worth 
Cannot deferve your value ; yet there is 
A conllant piuity m my thoughts, that intend 
you 

So much of BlilTe, that had your fafety no 
Dependance on my fuit, it would be deem’d 
Moil cruell to contemne me, I have lov'd you 
Thefe many yeares ; wifh’d you as many Rories 
As I have number’d dayes, have vow’d I never 
Will marry any man, but your Well felfe my Lord, 
Should you negledl the jirdnelTe of my requelt, 
Befides the danger waitmg on your life, 

A thoufand Viigins, whofe unfpolted prayers 
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Like hoils of guardian Angels, would have borne 
You on their wings to heaven, will for my lake 
Convert their zeale to curies, and m teares 
Of anguilh drowne your memory. 

Vit. Why friend, this is 
Such an o’re-weening paflion, as does queftion 
The foundnefre of your judgement, fills the world 
With a conceit you dye ; becaufe your feares 
Dare not accept of life : Befides your Miilns, 

To whom you would fo llridlly keepe your faith, 

Does fo much fcome your confrancy, that no 
Entreats could move her pitty undertake 
This honourable imployment 

TVi. Doe It with fpeedy diligence. 

Dor, Her caufelelTe frailty 
Shall more confirme my truth : 

My Noble Lord pronounce 
My happy fentence, ’twill be welcome to me 
As charming harmony, and fwell my brell 
With more than humane pleafure. 


Enter Priejl Executioner. 

Tri. Are you come 1 approach, 

Behold this Executioner, and this Prieft, 

This IS to wed you to dellruiflion, that 
To this nch Mine of punty ; your choyfe 
Mot accept either : if you fixe on this, 

Befides your owne redemption, you enjoy 
A Lady, who may clayme as many hearts 
As Ihe has vertuous thoughts ; but leane to that. 
Your Spring retumes unpittyed, to the rude 
Armes of perpetuall winter, that will freeze you 
To a ne’re melting Ificle, be fuddaine, 

And wife in your eledlion. 

Dor. Tis but vaine : 

A Saint may fooner be o*re-come to fell 
His native Piety : come thou grim man, 


L a 



148 The Ladies Privile^. 

Thou art to me more lovely then the lace of peifeft 
Beauty * Do thy office, it free me 
From thefe perplexities. 

Sab. Well my Lord, 

Since I'me unworthy to enjoy in life 
Your faire fociety, my foule ihall haft 
To waite on you to death, there is no blille 
Without your prefence, lince you will not have 
Mercy on your owne life, by your example 
He be as harfh to mine, lie goe 
Before you to the other world, 

And be your lov’d Ghofts Harbenger. 

Tri. Hold, hold the Lady 

Sab. Let no hand prefume 
To feize me, for the meaneft touch that lhall 
Endeavour to prevent my will 
Shall urge my fpeedier mine : Good my Lord, 

Shall 1 have anfwer t I would fayne be going 
On my long joumy. 

Bor. I’lnc confounded 
In my imagination. I mull yield. 

You have enforc’d a benefit upon me, I 
Can hardly thank you for, yet I will try 
To love you as my wife ; that I were loft 
In Clouds of bla^ forgetfulnelTe. 

Tri. My Lord, 

Tour pardon’s feal’d as foone as by the Priell 
You are conjoyn’d in marriage : He not leave you 
Till’t be folemniz’d. Hymen light thy Pine, 

Deaths tapers fade at toe cleare flame of thine. 

Exeunt. 


TTu end of the fourth Alt. 
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Aftus Quintus. 


Enter Trhiulei, Doria, SabelU, Adond, Pri^ and 
i^rgins. 

TVL T S the Priell prepar’d 

For his Hymne after Niipdalls, and the 
virgins 

Ready to gratulate the Bride, and Bridegroome 
With the appo)mted dance I 
Aaor. The Pneft I thinke 
Has the fong perfeifl, but it is a quellion 
Among the wifeft, whether in the City 
There be feven Virgins to be found to fumifli 
The dance as't Iho^d be ; but you muft accept them 

Recorders. 

With all their faults; this muficke fpeaks their 
enterance. 


Enter Virgins. 

Song. 

T Riumphe ap^are, Hymen invites 
Thee to wait upon this fee^ 
Mtxe thy joyes with his debits, 

'lis the Generali is chide gueJL 
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Bid the Drumme not leave to teach. 

The Souldters fainting heart to beate. 
Nor warres loud mufuke Canon eeafe, 
Breajls Tvith deathfuU fire to haUe. 

Thy waving Enfignes tn the atre dtfplay. 
The General lives, tis tnumphes Holyday. 


Come bright vertues that refide 
In heaven, as tn your proper fpheare. 
Though ail contaitid in the fcure bride, 
ChaJHty doe thou firjl appear. 

With Temperance and innocent ^ace, 
Rofe-colourd Modefiy and truth, 

Dance harmitffe meafures in this place, 
With health, and a perpetuall youth : 

And all your Virgin Trophies bring away. 

To grace theft NupUalls, Triumphs Holydcgt' 


A Dance. 


Tri. You have our hearty thanks, and we 
ftudy 

To give you faire requitall ; come my Lord 
EseA your drow£e fpints, let your foule 
Dance ayiy meafures in your jocund bread ; 

This is a day on which each ^degroome ought 
To weare no earth about him ; ayre and fire 
Are Hymens proper elements, your mirth 
Ought to infufe into your frohcke gueds, 

An humour apt for revelling and fport : 

Your difpofition is more diA, than if 
You were to be chiefe mourner at a Coarfe 
For lhame (hake off this (adnefle. 

Adi/r. It becomes you 
To fay truth fcurvily, I doe not Kke i^ 

You looke as if /ad lod fome vidtorie. 
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Of which your hope had an ailuiance : Shall 1 tell 
your lordihip 
A veiy pleaiant flioiy t 


EmUt VtUUL 


Dor. It mud be, 

If it be delightful! to me, a difcourfe 
Of fome quicke meanes to free me from this cniell 
Opprelfive weight of flefh, which does entombe 
My martyr’d foule, that like to fulphury fire 
Hid in a Mountaias entrayles, (Inves to burft 
The pnfon, and flye upwards, it mud needs 
Be a fad wedding, when the Bndegroome weares 
His Nuptiall livery on his eyes m teares. 

Vit. Friend, this is 
A paflion too effeminate for a heart 
Endu’d with manly courage ; things pad helpe 
Should be pad thought, your fadneffe cads a Cloud 
Upon the ludre of this ladyes looks. 

You make her dimme the bnghtnelle of her eyes 
With unbecomming teares, if you continue 
This drange didra^on. 

Sab. Alas my Lord, 

Let me participate your caufe of forrow. 

And be a willing partner in your gnefe, 

Which like a violent Current that o’re-frowes 
Thd neighbouring fields and medowes in its rage, 
Into two dreames divided, fmoothly runnes, 

Kifling With calme lips the impnfoning banks. 
Would, though too mighty for ^ou, when my foule 
Should vent a part of i^ be milde, and paffe 
Away without didarbance of your peace, 

Which to procure I would even burd my heart 
With fighes devoted to your quiet, and 
Become a loving fountaine by my teares 
Shed without intermifiion. 

Dor. Gentle Lady, 
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I am at fuch an enmity with &te, 

Makes me incapable of ought but griefe, 
But I lhall lludy to declare hov much 


£n/er Eurwfu, Ckrifea, Corim. Loll. &• Bon, 

Z am indebted to your care — ^good heaven 
Send downe lome Angell to prote(il my hearh 
Or my religion will fcaxce ftay my hand, 

For adling wilfull violence on my life, 

I have fuckt poyfon from her eyes, that will 
Xike to juyce of Hemlocke drowne my foule 
In a forgetfull Lethargy, or oppreiTe 
My temperate faculties with madneife. 

Tri. Cofen y’are welcome, know this vertuons 
Ijady 

Who has redeem’d the Generali. 

Chri. Sir, 

Ime come to gratulate your beauteous bride. 

And with you joyes immortalL 
Sab. I hope Madam, 

My innocence has gi’n you no offence, 

That you refufe me, being a llranger to you. 

The Ceremomous wifties, which pertaine 

To new made Brides, and onely doe conferre them 

Vpon my Lord. 

Chrt. Your happmefle already 
Is fo fuperlative, I cannot thinke 
A new addition to it, you enjoy 
The very fumme of fortune in your match. 

To fuch a noble and illullrious husband. 

I can no longer hold my paffion in, 

Thefe walls of flelh 

Are not of llrength fufficient to contayne 
My big fwolne heart : My Lords behold a creature 
So infinitely wretched, I deferve not 
The meaneft ihew of pitty, who have, like 
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A filly merchant, trifled away a jenuae, 

The darling of the <iuarry, loft a love 
By my too foolifti nicenefle, to regaine 
l^ofe forfeiture I would lay downe my life : 

But he is gone for ever, and I left 
A pittious fpeflacle for the reproach 
And fcome of wifer women. 

Eur. Is this poflible t 
Was all her pafllon to ViteOi feign’d i 
My hopes recover life agen. 

7h, Why Chrifca, 

Whence fprings this paiTionate fiiiy t 
Chrt. Oh my Lord, 

When you fliall heare it, you will figh for me, 

And fhed a charitable teare, at thought 
Of my unkinde difafter : fir my Juftice 
Cannot accufe your conftancy, which ftood 
In the firft tryall of your love, as fail 
And fpotlelTe as an Alablafter rocke. 

That had it but perfifted in that height 

Of honourable loyalty, your glory 

Had been advanc’d to heaven, as the fix’t ftarre. 

To guid all lovers through the rough 
Seas of affeflion. 

Vit. This taxation 

Cannot be juft from you, who did enforce 
The fad revolt upon him. 

Dor. Is there in heaven 
No friendly boult left that will ftrike this frame 
Into the center, and fet free a wretch 
(So overgrowne with mifeiy) from life. 

That death would be a comfort above health, 

Or any worldly blefllng, may time blot 
My name out of his Booke, that fuch a Prodigy 
May not affright fucceillon, nor fticke 
Like an orefpreading Leprofie upon 
The beautious face of manhood. 

Chri. Oh my Lord, 
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Kafili griefe of which 7 *are fenfible, is xnine, 

And not your torment, eveiy 'figh you breath 

Is an ai&£ling motion, expir’d 

By my vext fpiiit, and if you could weepe. 

Each drop would be my blood, who am the fpring 
Of the whole flood of forrow ; oh forgive 
The too exceeding honor of my love, 

1 would have had you for your perfeA truth 
So glorious ; your loyalty fhould not 
For prefervation of your fame, have needed 
To adopt a ftatue for its heire, or builded 
A monumentall pyramid, but love 
Is ofhimes loves undoing. 

Tril This is fuch 
A cunning labyrinth of forrow, that 
No clew can lead them out of. 

Dor. It would be 

A great affi-ont to mifery, ihould there live 
A peribn halfe fo wretched to out-dare 
The ftrength of my afilidlion, me thinkes 
Ime like fame aged mountaine that has flood 
In the feas waby bofome, thoufand (hocks 
Of threatning tempefls, yet by th’ flattering waves, 
That cling and curie about his flony hmbes, 

Is undermind and nund, I have fcap’d 
Wanes killmg dangers, and by peaceful! love. 
Suffer a flrange fubveriion, Oh Chnfea, 

While I have reafon left tW can dillinguilh 
Things with a coole and undiftra£led fence, 

Let’s argue mildly the unhappy caufe 
Of our undoings. 

Eur. Traely lifter, 

’Twas a fufpicious ralhneile, I could wilh 
You never had attempted. 

Chri, My Lord, 

Humane condition alwaies cenfures things 
By their event, my aimes have had fuccefle 
So ftrugely haplefle, that will blafl the truth 
Of their intentions punty, I never 



155 


The Ladies PrivUedge. 

Harbor'd the leafl fafpidon of your faith, 
Which I did ilnve to perfect, by the teil. 

As richeft gold refind, and purg’d from drofle 
Of other t»fer metals, and befides 
The triall of your conllancy, I meant 
To found ViUtties depth ; upon whofe love 
My filler doted, fo that I was loath 
To fee her call the treafure of her heart 
Upon a llranger, of whofe conllanc^ 

She had too fmall alTurance. 

Tri. Gende Cofen, 

Your good intents encounter'd bad fucceffe. 

But I admire, fince you mud needs have notice 
Of his difaller, that the law would pafie 
Upon his life, you did not to prevent 
All other virgin intercelTors hade 
To pay the early tribute of your love. 

Chri. My wretched fate 
With a too quiche prevention has orethrowne 
The juftnelTe of my purpofe, I relyed 
So much upon his noblenefie, I thought 
The ugly horror of a thoulknd deaths 
Could not have mov’d his temper, and befides, 
Knowmg his mighty courage, 1 permitted 
The law proceed upon him, that hereafter 
He might be fure no raent can appeafe 
Offended juftice, otherwife I could 
Eafily have dop’d this mifchiefe. 


Enter Bomvet. 

Tri. How Chnfea ! I underiland you not 
CM. Lady, to quit all fcruple that 1 doe not 
wilh 

Tours and your Lords fucceeding happinelfe, He 
offer 

Something as an oblation that lliall adde 
Peace to your nuptiall garland (fpe my Lord) 
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'My Cofen Bomvet lives. 

7K Lives! LoSIokHo did not you infoime us 
That he was dead, and you had caus’d his body 
To be prepar’d for funerallt which occafioned 
The Generalls fuddaine tiyall, becaufe our cuftome 
Does not permit the coipes to be entomb’d, 

Before the murderer have his fentence, fir you lhall 
know 

What tis to mocke the (late thus. 

La£t. Good my Lord 
Heare but my juft excufe, I am fo much 
The faire CArifeas beautj^s by fuch ties 
Oblig’d to ferve her, that I choofe to hazzard 
The anger of the ftate ere her dilpleafure. 

And doe fubmit me to your gracious cenfure. 

Chti. I muft confirm’4 
Sir it was 1 who caus’d him to conceale 
My Cofen Bomvet, for the caufes which 
I md declare before, and now my felfe 
Having receiv’d a fatisfying proofe 
Of his affedlion, came refolv’d to cleare 
Thefe mifty errors, but my cruell fate 
Has like a fuddaine ftorme which has beate downe 
A goodly field of ftanding Come even npe 
For the laborious fickle, crufh’d my hopes 
In one lad minute into nothing. 

Sab. My Lord I owe 
Such an obedient duty to your peace, 

That though my heart does wilh to waite on yours 
For ever ; fince I fee betwixt this Lady 
And you fuch firme apparences of love, 

If the law pleafe to allow it, I refigne 
My intereft to her and be fortunate 
To fee you two live happy. 

Vit. Since the mamage 
Has not apiv’d to confummating adl, 

1 doe beleeve this may be done. 

Tn. Doe not delude 

Your favour with vaine hopes^ the law cannot 
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Difpeafe with the ftridl Cannon, tis impollible 
You Aould be feparated. 

Dor. This happinefle 
Was too extreamely good to be confirm'd 
To fuch a wretch as 1 am : I am like 
One that did dreame of a huge mafle of wealth. 

And catching at it, grafp’d the fleeting ayre. 

And waking |;neves at the delufion. 

Sab. Sir 

Refume your antient quiet, the formall lawe 
Shall not oppofe your peace. He dilanull 
The marriage eafily, and moll noble Lord 
Pardon your humble fervant. 

Dor. Sure this is 

Some apparition to confiime my £uth, 

Speake, art thou my SabeUi. 

Vit. Yes tis he, 

Fate would not fuller two fuch noble foules 
To be fo difunited, gentle boy. 

Thy duty to thy Mailer will continue, 

Thy name in lloiy, as the great example 
Of loyalty m fervants. 

Sab. 'Twas the zeale 
I ought in duty to my Mailers life, 

Hath put me on the attempt, which if he pardon, 

I’me fully fatisfied. 

Dor. My joyes 

Does with a luddam extafie opprelTe 
My fiaile mortality, and I fhonld finke, 

Wert not for my fupporters, my Sabelli, 

Thou hall rellor’d two lovers to their blilfe, 

Whofe gratitude lhall pay to thy defert 
The tnbute of their hearts ■ Deare Madam, now 
1 hope your fcrupulous doubts will remaine free 
From any new fufpition. 

Chru Since 1 have fcap’d the danger pall, be- 
leeve ile avoyd 

The like hereafter ; my I^rd pleafe you confirme 
My choyfe ; and let my filler be 'difpos’d 
To good Vttdli, he deferves her. 
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Tti. Your wilhes are iulfild, Cofen Bonivet wel- 
come to life 

Agen ; you and the Generali mull be fiiends. 

Dor. Your goodnelTe will pardon my misfortune ? 
Bon. And defire to be efteem’d your fervant 

Enter E^cu^ipan. 

Fran. With your leave gentlemen : Madam I have 
fuch newes to tell you, as will tickle your underlland- 
ing, to beleeve the Generali is mamed ; and more, 
Signior Dorta, Lord Bonivet hves ; That’s lucky newes 
for you. 

Dor. He’s here, good Signior Frangipan. 

Fran. My newes has ever the word lucke ; I mud 
refolve to leave it off 

Ador. But fir. I have feme fiiddaine newes to tell 
you : 

The thoufand Ducats you contradled to pay me. 
When you could underdand the French as perfedlly 
As my felfe; by all thefe Lords indifferent judge- 
ment IS 

Due on this very minute. 

Fran. This is newes indeed ; you do not mean to 
make a gul of me, a figo for a thouiand Ducats : as 1 
anh a gentleman I know not French for any thing, not 
for an Affe : good your grace let mee not be abuifd. 
Cor. ’Twas 1 my Lord who made the bargaine 
with him. 

The mony is not due untill my Cozen 
Have French as peifedl as himfelfe. 

Dor. He has, ile beare him witneffe ; for Adomi 
Speakes not one true French Word. 

Fran. How not one true French Word ? 

Ador. No not a word, you mud disburfe. 

Fran. Tutor, ile tell you newes, 

You made a foole of mee, 

I could abufe him horribly. 
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If I durft for feare of beating. 

My Lord 

If he will undertake wants, 

He quit my bargayne. 

^OM. He pay it trible firfl, the name of wane 
Has brought an age on me. 

2ri. You two agree that : Cozens I rejoyce 
To fee this hhppy period of your loves. 

Let’s backe unto the Temple, that the Prieft 
May by his facred power unite your hearta 
Lead to the Temple. 

Exeunt. 



The Epilogue. 

Irangjtpim. 

G Entlmen, lU tdl you Newts, the Play is done, 
And he that writ it betwixt ht^ and Feare 
Stands penfive in the lyring houfe to heart 
Your Cenfurts of his Flay : Good Gentlemen 
Let if be kind, or otherwife his Pen 
Will write but dully, for he needs mufl ladte 
If you difprayfit the quickmng Spirit of Sacke 
To it^ame his Genius, which you’le ever find 
Devoted to you, if your Votes be hind. 


FINIS. 
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TO THE 


RIGHT HONOURABLE, 
yEROMEy Earle of 
PORTLAND. 


My Lord, 

WPSSXAEeUcaiions, from fame Writers are 
il Bi9 1 Cujlomes : from others Coup- 

pUments ; but from mee neither : 
my Mufe being yet too young to be autho- 
rized by Cujlomes to intrude upon a Patron, 
( this being the earliejl flight of her ambition : ) 
and my Reafon too old to fnfer mee to be 
guilty of Complement to one fo furnifhed 
with all Reality and Worth as is your 
Lcrdjhip. My motive. Sir, to this audacious 
errour is only the pretence of my refpeRive 
dutiei and for that caufe^ will (I hope) 




The Epiftle Dedicatoriel 
merit an indulgent pardon. What you Jhall 
here find Jet down, were the Mcdden-Studies 
of a Mufe, which ofpires to no other Fame 
than your allowance: nor can my felfe 
atchieoe a greater quiet to my foule, nor ayme 
a higher glorie, than to fee my felfe by your 
free acc^tance of this triviall Sacrifice 
rank'd amongd 

The humblfl honourers of 
your Name awl Family : 


Henry Glapthorne. 




Vpon the Duke of York his 
Birth-night at Richmond, 

To the Prince, and the reft of his 
Maiesties Children. 



tffmgs furround this Pr^ena : To begin 
Our votes to You without a praier, were 
fin 

'Gauill our religious loyal^: could our 


care 

And zeal transform our very fouls to praier ; 

’Twere a juft tribute due to You, who are 
The bell of Fnnces ; each of You a Starre 
That gilds our Bnttilh Orb with rayes more bright 
Than was in Paradife the worlds firll light 
Hark I whence this fuddain harmony I the Spheares 
Strive to divulge their duties ; there appeares 
A general! joy in Heav'n ; this night has hurld, 

In (lead of darkneOfe, gladnefie ore the world ; 

Has calm’d the fea, on which the Tritons play. 

And Syrens fing:, for joy; not to betray. 

But why this ttmmph ) ’Trras becaufe this night, 
Sweet Prince, Your ffirth did beautifie the light; 
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Adjudge a fecoad Columne to Aiftaioe 
The glorious buUding of your Fathers raigne, 

To be our fecond Hope, the caufe that we 
Doe pay our vowes to this Solenmitie, 

In withes, which a Mother might befit. 

Or a iiill Lover in his zeal of wit. 

Jtfqy all Your lives be one continued Youth, 
Attended on by health, mirth, beautte, truth. 

May You Itve free from dangers, nay from fears. 
And grow tn graces as You do in years : 

Shoot up like tnfant-Cedars,flraight and even. 

Till Your brave Heads afpire to neighbour Heaven 
While wet, with a mofl humble flame inf pit* d. 

Live to behold Your worth, and to admirlt. 


Entertainment to the Prince EleBor 
at Mr. Osda^ion's. 


T) Rote£l me my beft Stars ! A fuddain fear 
JL Seifes my faculties ; there’s fomething here 
S^ly includes divinely nov I fee 
A power inferiour fcarce to Majeflie ; 

Claimes my Prerogative ; which, fmce to You, 
To Whom the place is confecrate by vow, 

I do idiea with, fceedome ; hlefl. Deli^ 

For this (hall change her Tempe, and invite 
The jocund Graces hither, to eredl 
Their Pallace here. Mirth being th’ Architeift : 
Favonian winds (hall with as mild a breath 
As is expir’d by fpotlelte babes in death, 

Here one continued fummer dill difplay. 

Making this Teem a new Arabia. 

But whence alTume I this Prophetick rage 1 
Rapt with whofe facred furie, I prefage 
This happy Omen I Tis your fmiles infpire 
(Gracious and Noble) with i^theriall fire 
My frody foule (fo as Promethian heat 
Gave the cold day warmth, mafculine and great). 
Thus for my felfe. The places Genius now 
For your Inviter, who by me does vow 
His heart your humble Sacrifice ; fince Heaven 
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Accepts a graine of Incenfe, d»t is given 
'With a true zeale, better than pounds of Gumms, 
Or Alters fmotdng with fat Hecatombs 
From fiun’d Devotion ; He does hope Your eyes 
Will dart a beame to fire his Sacrifice ; 

Whofe quickning lullre^ like the Sun may bring 
Upon the place and hi^ a conftant Spnng. 


lyt 



To Lucinda, upon the firft (Ight 
of her Beautie. 

E Ncountring her, I thought the morning Star 
Had left the Nabaikeans, till on her 
My wondring eyes with a more perfedl fight 
Gazing, beheld, that Venus was but bright, 

Shee glorious. To venture to compare 
Her cheeks to Lillies, Sun-beams to her hair. 

Were to allow her mortal! : far from me 
Be fo much fin ’gainfl beauties Deitie. 

Tell the wild Indian that with proftrate bred 
Adores the Sun-nfe in the gorgeous Eafi, 

His labour's lod ; tis needlefle any more 
To iifh for Pearle or Diamond on their (hore ; 

Nor Pearls, nor Diamonds, Rubies, or the red 

Of Metaphors, by which are oft expred 

Our common beauties, nere can hope to be 

Grac’d, by being uf’d as an Hyperbolic 

In her delineation. 'Twas the light 

Of her bright eyes depriv'd mine of the fight 

They once enjoy’d : thofe fools who fought to make 

A Star of Berenices haire, might take 

Hers for a Planet, fix it, and ne*re fear 

To dazzle Phoebus ludie in the fphear. 


Lucinda defcrib'd. 


T Here’s not an eye that vietrs Luctndds face, 
But wondnng at the peife(5l grace 
That does within that modell reil, 

Efteems her mod tranfcendently above 
The power of Fancie, Art, or Love, 

Truly to be expred. 

To fay each golden trefle that does adome 
Her glonous Forehead might bee wome 
By luno or by beauties Queene, 

Were to prophane her {acred threds ; for they 
Could not fuch precious Locks difplay 
On the Idaltan Greene. 

They are then gorgeous ornaments, and bee 
The upper branches of that tree 
V^ich eafily does men intice, 

Beleeving it the tree of life, to fay 
That they have found a ready way 
To th’ long lod Faradice. 

Her IVne Forehead curious Nature hath 
Created for the milkie path ; 

By which the covetous gazers feek 
To find a pailage by her tempting eyes 
Without their foules intire furprize 
To th’ Apples in her cheek. 
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Thofe funs of brightnefle which fo farre out-ihine 
Humanitie, that their divine 

Luilre perfwades us, 'tis no lin 
To think eadi as a Seraphin does fland 
To guard that bled forbidden Land, 

And the iaire fruit within. 

Of which her lips like fwelHng Grapes appeare. 

The fweeted children of the yeare. 

In Natures ciimfon liv’ne dred, 

And by her balmie breath, to npeneffe brought 
They fmile, then bludi, as if they fought 
Strait fodly to be pred. 

Then (as two full Pomegranates) lower growes 
Her breads j fuch wouders dire as thofe 
Will force nice mif-behefe to know 
That miracles as yet unceaf’d remaine, 

Since there doth flounlh in each veine 
Violets on dalks of Snow. 

But thefe (though true defcriptions) are fo farr 
Beneath her worth, I have a Warr 
Within my penfive foule, to fee 
So many wondrous rare Perfedlions dwell 
In one, yet find no Parallell 
In fpacious Poetne. 
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To Lucinda departing. 

O H ! (lay Lucinda, and let flie 

A thoufand loves ixom thy bright eye, 
By which infpu'd 1 will expreffe 
Thy beauties, my faire Shepheardefle. 

Thy Cheek, loves Tempe, where does grow 
Wanne Rofes m foft beds of Snow. 

This wonder fDearell) is to tell 
The world, thwart Beauties miracle. 

The envious Panther, at thy breath, 
Excelling his, does figh to death ; 

And at ^e lullre of thine eye 
Stars wink, are buried in the Skie. 

The amorous Thorne (that does intwine 
In pricklie annes the Eglantine,) 

When thou thy brightnelTe doft difplay, 
Bloifomes, and makes even Winter May. 

The wanton Syrens that beguile 
With flatt’ring accents, at thy fmile 
Chaunt layes as harmlede as the Dove, 

Or Red-brell when (he courts her Love. 

But all thefe glories could not fire 
My froftie foule with big defire ; 

The Caufe that made Luanda mine 
Could not be humane, fhee’s divme. 
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To Lucinda weeping. 

W Eep not Lucindx, lefle you meane 

To purge the world from filth, as cleane 
As are your thoughts : too rich a prize 
For eai^, is fiich a facrifice. 

Such tears as yours, fuppofe young Muy 
Does to the flowers each morning pay. 

Such tears mud fure all eyes intice 
To think your Eyes Loves Paradice. 

Oh I they have emptied Natures Store, 

Made Snow, and emulous Chiyflall poore : 

Your tears may Jullly claim pretence 
To be the balme of Innocence. 

But lead fuch Gemmes Ihould be confin'd 
To earth ; behold the amorous wind 
Catching them, fixes evety one 
In heaven, a Condellanon. 

But fince (my deared) thou wilt weep. 

Thy tears for holyer ufes keep ; 

When plagues upon the earth are hurld, 

Let &11 one drop, ’twill fave the world. 
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To Lucinda. A New-years Gift. 

T^Raw that black vail, (my fair one) do sot ihrowd 
I } Thofe eyes in lllken mifts, or in a cloud 
OTwaving Curie : be merciiull, appear 
Like thy bright felf, and bring the infant Year 
Into the vorld ; old Time her Mother’s run 
Into fo dull a Lethaigie ; the Sun 
Is frozen in his couch, and cannot rife 
Til thaw’d by th' temp’rate vertue of thine eies, 

Thofe foil and gentle Stars, whofe pure and clear 
Rayes, from the Chaos would have forc’d the year. 
Up then, Illuflrious Beautie, gild the day ; 

Change 3a.T«iarie indo yowlMnW May. 

See the cold earth does Winters liv’ne fliift, 

Off’ring the frelh Spring as your New-years Gift ; 
While the pale CoujOip does the Primrofe call 
To wait on You at this new Fellivall, 

Created by your beams : the Winds invite 
The nimble winged meffengers of light. 

The early Lark, and chirpmg Thruft to tune 
‘Their notes as chearfiilly, as when m June 
They foftly whifper to the azure skie 
Of a clear day, a beauteous Augune. 

How trivial is a Poets force 1 I can 
Teach birds t’admire you, the rich Ocean 
Tender its mines of Pearl, the Earth falute 
Thee with its choifell metals, ilowrs and fhiit 
Impofe a tribute on the Sun, force Stars 
T adore you more than erring Manners 

T^rt m Tpirini^ftc Ttiit wYipti T imnarf 
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An off ’ring on the Alto- of my heart 
To thy commanding Deity, I can pay 
Nought but a urreath of Miitle or of Bay, 

A Poets humble &crifice ; unleffe 
My wifhes (which realitie exprelfe, 

Though unpetform'd) may guiltlefly afpire 
To die the Martyrs of your facred fire. 

May all the'happmeffe Heav’n can conferre 
Be afled on your lives faire Theater : 

May you be chaff as beautifiill ; mifchance 
Never diffurbe your peace, not in a trance : 

May you live long, and healthfull : may no page 
Of your lives volume, have a line for Age 
To wnte his gaffly name in ; but when Time 
Grows old and fickly on you, and does clime 
With eager feet, your hill of youth, may all 
His ffeps be ilip’rie, may he backward fall 
Beyond his fates recoverie, till hee bring 
Your fading minutes back into the fpring 
Of ffrength and beauty, 'tiU your cheek does wear 
The lame bright luffre that aidoms this year. 

Which I doe wilh the power of gentle Fate 

May to my Love and yours make fortunate. 
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To Sleep, upon Lucinda 
layd to reft. 

H Ence ugly Image of grim death ; how dare 
Thy fawde t>oldnefre venture on thia iaire 
Epitome of heaven t Doil think that (hee 
Participates of fraile mortahtie 
In fuch a drowlie paffion % (Foole) go ftretch 
Thy remilTe wings ore fome poore aguifli wretch, 
Some with’red Hag, whom for her youths loofe fin, 
Jull heaven has deilin’d to be kept within 
The prifon of her bed , from her be gone : 

The light can fufler no privation. 

Wert thou not llupid, deafe ? didft thou not heare 
When ihee enrich'd her pillow, how each Spheare 
Stnv'd to exprelTe its dutie, which (hould bee 
Prime Quinller, in whiilling harmonic 
To th’ Citizens in Heaven, who at that call 
Invited Saints to chant a Madngall 
Devoted to her filent reft 1 The Ayre 
Grew clear and pleafing, every cloud fo fayre ; 
Heav’ns forehead wore no wrinkles, violent floods 
Kifs’d the fmooth pebles, and the woods 
With their Inhabitants conjoyn’d m this, 

T’ afford her fenfes a fweet ^ftafis 

Didft thou not fee how every glorious Star 

With their pale Miftns Moon, to wait on her, 

OflScioully contradled their dim light 

To Tapers, that at opening of her fight 

They might new gild their Eayes. The Indian which 
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Had nere been poor, had be not firft been rich, 
Dives for unvalued Peark, and fears to rife 
Tdl he can borrow luAre from her Eyes 
To polilh his dull Merchandise. Oh ihee I 
The Abllrafl of all which wild Poetrie 
In its loofe raptutes taught, wherein her reft 
Invites the Winds (as when the Phoenix neft 
Is by their flavour fir’d) to mix their breaths 
With hers, fo precious, that (abortive Death’s 
Firft child) doll Sleep, like to the Nightman, mull 
By Health injoy it : fee the parched Dull 
Turns to Affynan odors, and does skip 
Like an enamor’d Fame to her Lip, 

Where Venus Rofes grow. Reft Me, my Sweet, 

Till Sylvans wake, and till the Mufes greet 
Thee with their choifeft harmonie ; tiU night 
Acknowledge all that it injoyes of light, 

To thee the Queen of Splendor, whofe bright Rayes 
Renewes in inee the more than Halcion dayes 
Love in its Primitive pureneffe wore. Then nfe. 
And let mine draw new Influence from thine Eyes. 


H 2 



To Luanda : inviting her from 
her Chamber. 


W Hat means this abfence (fair One) t What fad 
doom 

Impofe you on your felf, that one poor Room 
Includes your glorious Beautie I Is the Ayr 
Lefie vholfome here, the Skie leffe clear, lelTe fair t 
Or to inncb that, have you tane a pride 
Meaning t* impov’nlh dl the Rooms befide ? 

The little Birds that by the Window flie 
Wanting your pretence, ftraight fall down and die : 
And I, who eaTly could have fixt your Name 
A Planet in the Firmament of Fame ; 

Who could have drell your head with Lightnbg, and 
Hung at each Hair a Stame diamond ; 

Who could have fent the cunning Boy to feek 
His lad loll Arrow in your polilh’d Cheek ; 

Who could have raifd a Mount upon your Lip, 

On which (like Fairies) all the Loves Ihould tnp. 

And added to your Breath fuch a perfume. 

As ever fpending, never Ihould confume : 

Who could have fetcht the Indies (both) to deck 
This well-form’d Iv’ne Pallace of your Neck ; 

And like a cunning Painter, have exprell 
The Worlds perfeftions in your Globe-like Bred ; 
Praihng each Feature fo, till every part 
Appear your Face, and Conquer’d every heart. 

I for a wreath of Willow cad away 
My Sowry Chaplet of the greener Bay : 
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Dipping my Fen in tears, what ere it be 
That I would write, it proves an Elegie. 

You muft expell this &dnefle : You, whc^e light 
Eclipfes that pale Virgin'of the Night, 

The folitary Moon, whofe every Ray 
Tranfcends the cleareil luilre of the Day : 

You in whofe eyes fit flames, which can beget 
Themfelves'a living Spheer in every Wit : 

You that are All Women can be, and more 
Than Youth and Beauty ere difclof’d before ; 

Who doe refemble HeaVn fo neer. You’d want 
Onely the Name (not Nature) of a Saint 
You with a fmile, can like the Well-wind bring 
An unexpe(5led Summer on the Spring ; 

And with one Beame, or comfortable Glance 
Rauilh my foule into fo high a trance, 

That Your bright Head Ihall hit the Stars, and flie 
To Heaven o* th’ fwift wings of my Poefie : 

While I, with equall feare and hope polTell, 

Tender my Heart your Sacrifice, and reft 


Your Servant. 
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To Luanda. He being in Prifon. 

R Eceive thefe lines from your impnfon’d Friend, 
As the laft Farewell which his hand muil 
fend 

To greet your Eyes from which mine borrow’d 
light 

To guide my wandnng Fancie to the fight 
Of Mortals wonder, in your Effence : Love 
Firll darted Raies from thofe bright Stars to move 
Me to admire your Beautie : But agen 
To make old Nature proud, as when my Pen 
Flowd with mellifluous Epithites, to fliow 
The glorious ihape Ihee fully did bellow 
On your unequal’d Frame. To fay your haire 
Are nets of Gold, whofe Tramels might infnare 
The King of gods ; or that your Iv’rie brells 
Are Balls of Camphire, fweeter than the nells 
Where the Arabian Phenix does defire 
To bume her felfe j (as I have done, m fire 
More preaous than her Funerall flames) would add 
New gnefs, fo powerfull as would force mee mad 
(Were I of llronger temper). Since I’ve loft 
Thofe ranties bought with the pricelelTe Coft 
Of my unvalued Libertie : which now 
I mull forgoe for ever ; from the Vow 
You made before the Hierarchie of Heaven 
(Which now I fummon witnefles how even 
My Lore has been) I free you ; If you heare 
That wiliully I penlh’d, one poor teare 



Poems. 183 

(I aske no mote) fhed, and my Soule, when Death 
Has robd my carcalle of its loamed breath, 

Shall pray, tW you hereafter may polTeffe 
A Friend that lov’d your Meraone no lefle 
Than I, who fpight of Fortune will be bled 
That once I was term'd Yours ; though now I reft 
Forlaken. — 
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To iMcinda, revolted from him. 

T Was I who made thee Beauteous before ; 

You might have fate regardlefle at your dore, 
Or pad the Streets (as other Women doe) 

Without Mutes, or being congee’d to : 

When now each eye that fees thee, does admire 
To view a mortal! Creature to afpire 
So neer the Heav'niy Edence; every tongue 
(Since I fet out thy Excellence among 
xMen of ingenuous Spirits) ilrives to raife 
Thy Name beyond die name of Praife. 

Nature did well (I mull confeffe) to frame 
Thee of her choifell Matter ; for the fame 
You Hand indebted to her, and 'tis fit 
You Ihould acknowledge thankfulnelTe for it. 

The Orient Pearl new taken from the (hell 
Though ’t be as precious in it felf, to fell. 

Cannot fo fitting and commodious bee 
As when ’tis polilhd by a Lapidarie. 

The gliftring Diamond (hines not to the light 
Till by the Mill and Cutter ’tis made bright ; 

You had as much impliate Beaude (true) 

As now you have, when firA I did you view ; 

But like a Diamond clouded ore with DroAe, 

It gave fmall luAre, caufe unknown it was : 

I polilh’d it by giving it a Name ; 

Beautie’s regardlelTe, till adorn’d by Fame. 

But Oh the Faith of Women I Can there be 
Evafions found for fuch ApoAade 
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As is in yoat vhat Penance can abridge 
Sudi an Impietie, fuch dite Sacriledge 
’Gainft Love’s imperiall Godhead, to refill, 

Contemn his Orgies, which by me his Priell 
He did enjoyn, by his own powerful! Name 
You Ihould obferve with a religious Flame % 

And you had vow’d to do i^ fwore that I 
Should offer np to his great Deitie 
Your heart ; which Love himfelf would not defpife 
(But beg for fuch a welcome Sacnfice, 

More precious than the fweet Panckayan Gumms, 

The Phoenix Pile, or fuming Hecatombs). 

But as a vapour which the &tt*ring Sun 
Attradls to th’ pure Ayrs middle Region, 

Under pretence to give a new Staire birth, 

And throwes a fiidmg Meteor to the Earth ; 

So fell your Heart from Love’s unfpotted Throne 

By TOur intemp'rate violation 

Of Vows to me j in which if you perfift, 

Mercie will blot you from her candid Lift, 

As a prodigious Monfter, and firme Truth 
Blufh at a perjurie fo black in Youth, 

So white as yours : at which the Rofe-cheek’d Mome 
Might once have borrow’d lullre, and unlhome 
Apollo brightnelTe : Oh 1 why Ihould there reft 
Such fallhood, fuch unkindnefte in a Breft 
Whofe fuperficiall figure does outgoe 
In whitnelTe Lillies, or untrodden Snow? 

Ingratefiill Woman ! what unbome offence 
Can give a fpecious Shadow, a Pretence 
To thy unhallow'd fallhood ! what ftrange Caufe 
Thy fuddain change, this alteration drawes 1 
Perhaps now I have fet thy Beautie forth, 

With ail the Attributes expreffmg Worth, 

’That when I did but fpeak of thee, or write 
Fancie and Love daunc’d in each Epithite. 

Some other Suitor, who to pleafe your eares, 
Purchafes Raptures, which his duU brain bears 
As Parrots what is taught them, who can fpeak 



1 86 Poms. 

But by tradition has furpriz’d your weak 
Imagination ; and does proudly boail 
In gaining that which me moil labour cod. 

Or elfe perhaps your over-curious eye 
Has fpy’d fome new unknown deformitie 
In me ; or ’t may be poifible you think 
(Which is mod likely) that the Mufes drink 
Is quite exhauded ; that my wearie Quilf 
Wants moidure to explain your Praifes dill, 

In that full way, that over-liberall drain 
My Genius us’d at did your Love to gain. 

If this be it, I’ll fill the Daphnean Quire 
With a frefli Chaunter, fnatch bright Photbus Lyre 
From his fwift Fingers, and once more rehearfe 
Thy worth in fuch a drange mellifluous Verfe, 
Tlut fweet Propertius fliall his Cynthia tell 
Thy Praifes do her Ludre far excell ; 

Gabius fliall weep that his Lycons name 
Is now furpalT’d by thy immortall Fame : 

And (my great Mader) Ovid fliall confefle 
Corynna’s Aiming Beautie to be leffe 
Than dime ; fince he, for his Corynna's fake 
Did only three Books of Loves choice Art make ; 
But I for thine will fuch Conceits devife, 

That after no Invention fliall anfe. 

Yeeld then, and let us ryot in the Sweets 
That m Youth, Love, and glorious Beauty meets ; 
That all the gods may envie to behold 
Tfs over-doe their Fables : Danaes Gold 
Be counted Droffe, and Ladds Swan appear 
Black as a Crow, when whiter Thou art there. 
Firft fliall my Lips with an unvalued Kiffe 
Suck from (thofe fragrant Mountainets of blifle) 
Thy melting Lips, more fweetneffe than the Bees 
Extract from Rofes, or Hyblaan Trees, 

When to the Ayr their tender wings they yeeld, 
And with their mouths depopulate the field. 

And then defcending to thy Iv’ne Neck 
My wandring Fancie fliall my dull Lips check, 
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That they ore-flipt thy Cheek ; thence they (hall flye 
With hot propenlion to thy flaming Eye ; 

Thence to that fmooth, that pohfh’d plain of Snow, 
On which thy Breils (thofe Hils of wonder) grow, 
Where little Cupids daunce, and do contend 
Which of them firit fliall venture to defcend 
To the Elifian Tallies, that doe lie 
Twixt them and their rich Mme of puritie. 

Thy flender Waile. What does remain below, 

’Tis fit that none but you and 1 ihould know, 

When like a vent’rous well refolved man 
I fail through your unfathom'd Ocean 
To Loves fafe Harbour ; I’m too modeft (Sweet) 
With wide expreflions of our Loves to greet 
Thy willing eares, fince I for my part meane 
In Adlion. not in Words to be obfcene. 
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V Nclofe thofe Eye-lids, and out-lhine 

The brightnefle of the breaking day ; 
The light they cover is divine, 

U^y ihould it &de fo foone avayt 
Stars vanifh fo, and day appeares, 

The Sun’s fo drown’d i’ th’ morning’s teares. 


Oh I let not fadneffe cloud this Beautie, 
Which if you lofe you’ll nere recover ; 
It is not Love's, but Sorrowes dutie 
To die fo foon tor a dead Lover. 
Banifli, oh ! baiulh griefe, and then 
Our Joyes will bring our Hopes agen. 
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Epithalamium. 

T He Joyes of Youth, and what the Spring 
Of Health, Strength, Happinefs can bring, 
Wait upon this Noble paire. 

Lady, may you (Ull be faire 
As earhed Light, and llil enjoy 
Beauty which A^ cannot deflxoy. 

May you bee {riiitfull as the Day ; 

Never Sigh but when you Pray ; 

Know no Grief, but what may bee 
To temper your Felicitie. 

And You my Lord, may trued Fame 
Sull attend on your great Name. 

Live both of you efpouf’d to Peace, 

And with your years, let Love increafe. 

Goe late to HeaVn, but comming thither. 
Shine there, two glorious Starres together. 
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T He holy Pnefl had joynd their Hands, and now 
Night grew propitious to their bndall Vow j 
Majeftick luno, and young Hymen flyes 
To light their Pines at the fair Virgins eyes ; 

The little Graces amoroufly did skip 
' With the finall Cupids from each Lip to Lip , 

Venus her felf was prefent, and untide 
Her Virgin Zone, when loe on either fide 
Stood as her Hand-maids, Chaditie and Truth, 

With that immaculate guider of her Youth, 
Rofe-colour’d Modellie ; thefe did undreffe 
The beauteous Maid, who now in readineffe. 

The nuptiall Tapors waving ’bout her Head, 

Made poor her Garments and enrich’d her Bed. 

While the frefli Bridegroome, like the lufty Spring, 
Did to the holy Bride-bed with him bring 
Attending mafc’line Vertues ; down be laid 
His fnowie Limbs by a far whiter Maid. 

There Kiffes link’d their Minds ; as they imbrace, 

A Quire of Angels flew about the place. 

Singing all Blilfe unto this Fair for ever, 

May they in Love and Umon llill perfever. 
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Upon a Gentleman playing 
on the Lute. 

S Trange miracle 1 Who’s this that wears 
The native Liv’ne of the Sphears ; 
Transfornung all our fenfe to Ears t 

Surely it cannot bee a fin 
To think there is, or may have bin 
On Earth a heavenly Seraphin. 

That granted, certain ’t muft bee hee ; 

In any elfe there cannot bee. 

Such a Coelefiiall Harmonie. 

When glorious He with fwift purfute 
Touch't the foft Cordage of his Lute, 

The Genius of the World was mute. 

Atttphton fo his hand let fall. 

When at th’ inchantment of his call 
Stones danc’d to build the Theban Wall. 

Arum fure, when he began 
To charme th’ attentive Ocean, 

Was but an Embleme oi this Man, 

Whofe numerous Fingers, whiter farre 
Than Venus Swans or Ermines are, 

VVag’d with the amorous llnngs a Warre ; 
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But fuch a Waire aa did invite 
The Senfe of Hearing, and the Sight 
To riot in a full delight 

For as his Touch kept equall pace. 

His looks did move with fuch a grace ; 
VVe read his Mufick in his Face. 

Live Noble Youth, let Heav’n infpire 
Thee with its owne eternaU Fire, 
While all that hear thee doe admire. 



T Ovis a Child, and ought to be 
I ^ Won with fmiles : his Deitie 
Is cloath'd in Panthers skins which hide 
Thofe parts which kill, if but efpy’d ; 

Hates Wars, but fuch as mildly led 
By Venus are to pleafures BedJ; 
lliere do foil imbraces fight, 

KilTes combate with delight 

Amorous looks, and fighs difcover 
What befits a timerous Lover. 

But who ere to Love doth yeeld, 

Mars his Speer, nor Pallas Ihield 

Can fave from mine ; for Loves Fire 
Once enkindled by defire, 

Blown by thoughts impetuous blafts. 

It for ever burning lalls. 

The Sphear to which it ftrives to flie 
Are humane hearts that leek to die ; 
Thefe (like fuell) Loves fire chei^ 

Till they to aihes bume and perilh. 





To a reviv’d Vacation Play. 
Prologue. 

I T is a dead Vacation ; yet we fee 

(Which glads our fouls) a wel-fet Company 
Adorn our Benches : We did fcarce expedl 
So full an Audience in this long negleifl 
Of Court and Citie Gentry, that transfer 
In Terme then- Vifits to our Theater. 

The Countrey Gentlemen come but to Town 
For their own buf’neffe iake, to cany down 
A lad Sub-pcena, or a fearfuU Writ 
For their poor neighbour, not for love of Wit 
Their comely Madams too come up to fee 
New Falhions, or to buy fome Rantie 
For their young Son and Heir, and only flay 
Till by their Sheeplheanng they'r call’d away. 

The Courtiers too are abfent, who had wont 
To buy your Wares on trull, they’r gone to hunt 
The nimble Buck. I’th’ Countrey j and conceive. 
They give you Int’rell, if you but receive 
A haunch of Ven’fon, or if they fupplie 
Your Wives trim Churchmg with a Red-Deer Pie. 
Few Gentlemen are now in Town, but thofe 
Who in your Books remain uncroff’d for Clothes, 
Who, when you ask them money, are fo flack 
To pay ’t ; tiieir anfwer is. What do you lack 1 
You are our daily and moil confl^t Guells, 
Whom neither Countrey buf’neffe nor the Ge^ 
Can ravilh from the Citie j tis your care 
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To keep your Shops, *lefle when to take the Ayr 
You walke abroad, as you have done to day. 

To bring your Wives and Daughters to a Play. 

How fond are thole men then that think it fit 
Tanaigne the Citie of ddfefl of Wit 1 
When we do know, you love both wit & fport, 
Efpecially when you’ve vacation foPt 
And now we hope you’ve leifure in the Citie 
To give the World caufe to fufpe£l you witty. 

We would intreat you then put off awhile 
That formall brow you wear when you beguile 
Young Chapmen with bad Wares ; pray do not look 
On us, as on the Debtors in your Book, 

With a fiirewd countenance ; what we aft to day 
Was for your lakes ; (fome think) a pretty Play ; 

Nay wee our felves almoll prefume it good 
Beuufe we hope it will be undeiilood 
By your capacious Brains, which know to get 
Wealth, and for that caufe we can’t doubt your Wit; 
At lead, we dare not, fince wee’r bound to lay 
All thofe are witty come to fee our Play. 


o 2 



For Ezekiel Fen at his firft Afting 
a Mans Part. 

PROLOG VE. 

OUppofe a Merchant when he lanches forth 
^ An untry’d Veflell, doubtful of its worth, 

Dare not adventure on that infant Peece 
The glorious fetching of a golden Fleece 
From the remot’fl Indies. *Tis fo with mee, 

Whofe Innocence and timerous Modellie 
Does blulh at my own (hadow, prone to feare 
Each wave a Billow that antes here , 

The Company’s my Merchant, nor dare they 
Expofe my weak frame on fo rough a Sea, 

'LelTe you (their skilful! Pilots) pleafe to Bear 
By mild diredlion of your Eye and Ear 
Their new ngg’d Bark, This is their hopes and mine 
Promife my felfe ; if you like North-llaxs (hine, 

I like a danng, and ^ventrous Man, 

Seeking new paths i’ th’ angry Ocean, 

In threatning Tempefts when the fuiges rife 
And give fait kifles to the neighb’nng Skies, 

When bludnng Boreas with impetuous breath 
Gives the fpread Sailes a wound to let in Death, 
Cracks the tall Mad, forcing the Ship (though lotti) 
On Its carv’d Prow to wear a Crown of froth ; 

Will face all perils boldly, to attain 
Harbour m f^ety ; then let forth againe. 





To Mr. Char Us Cotton. 

Y Ou that are he, you that are only he, 

Who are what every noble Soule fliould be, 
The Abftradl of Mankind, who truely can 
Contradl Wits fpacious Orb into a fpan ; 

Have flock enough of goodneffe to redore 
What erring Nature ever loft before. 

*Tis not the greatnefle of your Name or Blood 
Makes mee adore you, ’tis becaufe you’r good. 
The Wits Mtecmas can without a ftorme 
Of triviall words, even afluate and inform 
With fpntly foule that matter which would lie 
Loft like a lumpe, without a memorie 
Or life t’ingender Wit Think there can bee 
In mee (dear Sir) no feeds of Flatterie. 

Rapt with an holy Zeal, 1 needs muft fing 
Your ample Worth ; and when I touch a firing 
Of my Phcebdan Lyre, chaft Daphne {hall 
Tender her Bayes to deck the Fefiivall : 

Devoted to your ment, Bacchus then 
Shall with his richeft Ne<5lar-fwelling Pen 
Indue me with fuch Wine, as I do think 
At lead I with, that you this night may drink ; 
Pure blood of the rich Spantjh Grape which may 
Make you immortall, and atchieve Ae Bay 
Poets by dnnkmg ayme at May there bee 
In your caroufes, Wit and Companie 
Fit for your dear enjoying; may the wealth 
Of noble Wme enrich you with a Health 
Great as my wifiies ; while forgotten 1 
By your Commands, banifh’d that Company 
1 fo admire, in my Arehauk bed 
Sighe like a Girle, whofe precious Maidenhead 
Is ravilh’d from her ; till your future view 
Banifh tlmt penfive fadne^, and renew 
The happinefle of 





To my Friend, Advice. 

I N Natures Annals, Man’s the perfect Stoiy> 
And you of man had been the perfecEl glosy* 
Had not the erroor of your giddie youth 
Sold the Inbentance of that noble truth 
S^txuld on glorious manhood ; you who are 
In your delires fo much irregular, 

That your Ambition is to have your May, 

Your flower of Youth fpent m the fruitleffe play 
Of gaining Female favours. In your blood 
live flames, (which felt) yet are not underltood ; 
Continuall yEtnaes in your veines nere ceafe 
To borne, yet doe by boming even increafe. 
What picture find you in a foolifli KilTe, 

Or wanton look, that you do place your blifle. 
Your minds Elilium in an amorous glance. 

Or Priapeian night-work, fiich a trance, 

A dreame, a nothing ? Can that be the fumroe 
Of joy that you fhould aime at ; to become 
For that an Idiot ; to enthrall your heart 
To one whom nature made your weaker part. 
Your hoafbold fervant ; to ^ore her hair^ 

Make of her face an Idol], which though faire. 

Is but a painted Sepulche within 
Containing rotten sihes oi black fin, 

Reliques of foule corruption 1 oh I redaime 
Thofe fordid thoughts, and let a nobler aime 
Be your minds ObjeA, be the finall Caufe 
Of your youths Adlions Let not Cupids Laws 
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Govern ^ou wholly : For your female CreatoreSi 
Inchantmg Divels clad in humane features, 

Earth’s needfiill evils ; Women, they whofe name 
Divided, does moil petfeddy proclaime 
Their bad Condition •, they, whofe Beauty muft 
Be to men fire-brands to enkindle Lull ; 

They are that fweet and undigeiled meat 
That does confiime all thofe &at dare to eat 
The too delicious Banquet ; Bels that fings ; 

One tune at Weddings and at Bui3nlngs ; 

Serpents whofe cunning carriage can intice 
Another Adam out of Paradice. 

Theft all extremely ^od, or fiaught with evils • 

If good, bell Saints ; if bad, the worll of Divels- 
Pa^on mee (facred Woman-hood) that I 
Who’ve raird your Beautie to a Deide, 

Who know you good and vertuous, that you can 
Excell in worth as well as feature, Man ; 

That I Ihould for the love I bear this Youth, 

Injure the mnocence of your matchlelle truth: 

’Tis to reclaime his follies : Let him fee 
How bad the worll of your frail Sexe can bee. 

He expiate this crime hereafter, pay 

To your chaB thoughts my own yet Virgin Bay ; 

How much am I your fiiend then, that dare chufe 
To hazzard the frelh honour of my Mufe 
For your dear fake ; that with one loving breath 
Giving you life, betray my felfe to death f 
But this IS fiiendlhips dube, and I mufl 
Rather to you than to my felf be juft. 

Oh I Noble Youth, when you with judgment fhaU 
Read all the Texts not held Canonicall 
In womens Legends, when you Ihall behold 
In Times fuoceflive Volume, what’s inrol’d 
Concerning them, how many leaves are fpent 
Upon their Lives, and each a Monument 
Speaking the mif^iefes that of old did rife 
From the intemperate glances of their eyes : 

And when Times Her^ Fame (hall ufher in 
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Thofe whom Antiqnitie brands for that fin : 

Bring Helen forth and the lafdvious Boy 
Wrapt in the flames (themfelves ^d caufe) of 
2yoyi 

When faire inceftuous Myrrha you (hall lee 
Groaning within the entrails of a Tree; 

View wanton Lais, who fo oft did fell 
Her beauteous youth, a homd Fiend in Hell ; 

Or Tyrian Dtdo with big rage poflell, 

Opening the white dores of her Love-fick bred 
To let in wilfiill death ; Or when you ihall 
Read modem Stories more Authenticall 
Then Poetry has taught : You Ihall furvey 
Thofe Monfters, Nero and Caltgula, 

Naked and trembling ; then with guilty feare 
Infatiate Meffalina Ihdl appear ; 

Then the two Queens of Naples, who in Name 
Were parallels as well as in their fame, 

Whofe appetites could never be withftood 
Till their owne bloods quench’d their own heate of 
blood. 

When you have feen thefe, turn your eyes and kxA 
On that fair paper, that imfpott^ Book, 

Where happier Stories flounm : and behold 
Infcrib’d m Charadlers of purefl Gold 
Thofe glorious Names that Fame records to bee 
Th’ immaculate Champions of bled ChaAitie ; 
Selfe-murdred Lucrece, 'twill a Samt exprelTe, 

And damne foule Tarquin for’s lafcivioufueffe. 

Chail Arethuja there diiplayes her Beams, 

That Ihine, though drown’d in luftful Alphas ilreams. 
Daphne, that Phabus hot purfuit did fiiun, 

Looks brighter now than the lafdvious Sun. 

But vain are all examples : fince even we. 

By Reafon’s Miilns, wife Philofophie, 

In Ethicks are inlliudled that we mull 
Think each thing wicked which we know unjoft : 

And what more dire injuilice can there be 
Than to oatfielves a want of Chaiilie 4 
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But I’m too ferious now, and mull excufe 
The over-bold inllrudlions of my Mufe ; 

I know, dear Mend, you’r fo maturely wife. 

You can fee vice, though cloth’d in ^e difguife 
Of vertue ; and tis needleds then to preach 
Dodlrine to you, who abler ate to teach 
Than be inftrudled : but mv Pen does move 
Only by true direiflions of my love, 

From which if you receive the leall offence, 

I mull appeale to th’ Court of Innocence 
From your harlh Cenfure ; fince what I have laid 
Was not to chide you, Friend, but to perfwade. 
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V Eitue’s reward is Honour, and though you 
Wear no more Titles than defcend as due 
From your brave Anceftors, yet to your Blood 
Tis an addition (Sir) to be thought Good. 

You, whofe demeanor bears that equall port. 
You've won the love, not envie of the Court ; 
That can obferve the forme and Laws of State, 
Gaining mens emulation, not their hate ; 

That with a nobler temper can decide 
The diflf 'rence 'twut formalitie and pride. 

That your indifferent adlions are as far 
From b’lng too common, as too fingular, 

So that with glorious freedome you direA 
Your Will to what it ought mod to affe€t. 

You in whofe Nature (as two Suns) arife 
The Attributes of Bountefull and Wife, 

You that are Valiant, (as Fames eldeft Child 
Honour) yet teach even Valour to be mild. 
You that (in brieQ with certain judgment can 
Be perfedl Courtier, yet be perfedl Man. 

Tis no Foetick flatt’iy that does laife 
My eager Mufe up to this height of Fiaife. 

Big with an holy and Frophetick rage, 

In Fame’s great Book, I in an ample Page 
Wil fix the Annals of your Worth, which lhall 
When other Names are held Apoayphall, 

In that etemall Volume be annext 
A fiure Appendix to that glorious Text 
But now (Great Sir) 'tis time that I excufe 
The too audacious errours of my Mufe, 
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And by my humble wilhes Arive to win 
A full remiflion for its daring fin. 

May you enjoy what ever Strength and Health 
Can yeeld of pleafure ; or unbounded Wealth 
Can without riot purch^e : may you bee 
As fi'ee fix>m others envie, as y* are free 
From its defert : and may (which long fince 
You had) grow'great i’ th* favour of your Prince. 
May not mifchance invade your fouls bleil peace: 
But may it even as it confumes, increale. 

And when decrepid age (hall (lowly creep 
Over your Youth, and to eternal! Sleep 
Confine your eye-lids •, may you then expire 
Bleft as a Martyr that does Court the Fire. 
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Poets are Prophets Sir, and things indeed 
Happen, when they but with they may fucceed. 
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Vpon the right Honourable 

Richard Earle o{ Portland 
late Lord High Treafurer 
of England. 

EL EG IE. 

H Ow dul’s my Faith I 'twould pufle my belief 

That there could be room left on eaiA for 
grie^ 

Did not the Worlds great Genius feem to powre 
Its very eyes out in a plenteous (howre, 

As if it meant its moyllure ihould create 
Another Deluge, fpight of pow’rfull Fate. 

The Stars are moumfull grown, and do confpire 
With unaccuftom'd tears to quench their fire. 

The Sun himfelfe looks heavie, and puts on 
(In fpight of Light) a fad privation. 

Since Noble PORTLANUfS fall, whofe glorious 
breath 

Was too too precious to bee ftolne by Death. 

Grim Tyrant hold thy hand, ii thou’lt imploy 
Thy unrelifted Shafts, let them dellroy 
Only thofe petty fubje^s, whom their Fate 
Never produc'd for Pillars of the State ; 

The Kingdome well may fpare them, and their lofle 




Poems. 205 

Wonld rather be a bleffing than a crofle. 

There’s multitudes that o^y feek to bee 
The ends, not raifers of their Familie, 

To whom thy Darts (their Patrimony fpent) 

Would be moll welcome Cures of Difcontent. 
Ambitious Furie 1 Tis thy only aime 
To vanquilh thofe fame true bom fons of Fame 
That rife by noble merit ; fuch was hee 
To whom my Mufe does pay this Blegu. 

He who though plac’d m Honors highefi feat 
Striv’d rather to be counted Good than Great 
Into whofe Eflence (all conceiv’d) that State 
Did its own foule even tranfubflantiate : 

Such were his Counfels, fo fupremely wife, 

They alwaies conquerd where they did advife. 

His Judgement too fo flrong, and fo mature, 

What ere it promif 'd, feem’d to be fecure ; 

Yet ’twas with fuch a moderation mixt, 

That as on Law, fo ’twas on Confcience fixt 
All’s adlions were fo even, they nere did force 
The great mans Envie, nor the poor mans Cuife. 

Such was his Life, fo temperate and juft. 

It nere knew Mahce, nor commerc’d with Lull. 

What fuddain trance furrounds me 1 what ex- 
treme 

Faftion confines my fenfes to a Dreame t 
I feele a lazie humour flowly creep 
Over my Fancie, charming it to fleep, 

Or rather, that (entranc’d) it might fupply 
Great POR TLAND'S Herle with a fit Elegie. 

Now a Poetick fune brings mee on 
To mount to Fames etemall Manllon, 

Where upon Marble Seats I did behold 
Thofe glorious Worthies fo renound of old 
For prudent Counfels, who were held the health. 

The very life and foule o’ th’ Common-wealth. 

There the mellifluous Cictro did fhine 
Bright with the fpoiles of vanquiih’d Cataline", 

And as his Motto, ore his Throne there hung, 
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Arms yedd to Arts ; kt /words give /Uue to 
tK Torque. 

There Soman Fabius fate, who wrought the iail 
Oy his delays) of Punick Hannibal. 

’Mongll other foiraigne Statefmen, there appears 
Thofe of our Nation, who for many years 
Did in ambiguous Fortunes frown and fmile 
Uphold the Fate and Glory of this Ifle. 

There that great Marlhall Pembroke did fuftaine 
Tlie reeling Pillars of third Henries Raigne, 

And I did] of this our Engliih heaven advance 
Himlelfe the Atlas ’gainil invading France. 

(After a numerous Companie) m his Pall, 

And other holy Robes, Fame did inflall 
Illullrious Morton, that compof’d the Jarre 
Betwixt the Houfe of York and Lancafler. 

There Saekvtle, CectU, Egerton, were plac’d. 

On whom as I flood gazmg, Fame in haft 
Approaching, did command them to prepare 
For PORT LA If D'S welcome to that Theater 
Of ever-living Honour ; and to mee, 

Goe fing (quoth Ihee) this Worthies Ele^. 

Straight (as the Afufes Pneft) 1 did obey 
And ’gan to touch my Inftrument, when they 
Leaving their Thrones, with an unanimous voice 
Welcom’d the Sage Lord, and did give him choice 
Which Seat he would accept ; but modeft hee, 

R^aid their Courtefie with Courtelie, 

Till Fame heifelf inftalld him, and did give 
His merit this Infcnption, which fhall hve 
As his great Name, unraz’d; Here PORTLAND 
Ites, 

Theft wets as truly lujlas hee was wnfe\ 

Cautunts, yet full </ Councell ; MM, yet free 
From feeing idle Popularttie ; 

To Good men gentle, to the Bad fevere ; 

Lodd Vertue for its fdfe, etnd not for Feare. 

This Fame inferib’d and this (hall deck his Herfe, 
While there is Time, or memorie of Yerfe. 



On Sir Robert Ayton^ late Secretarie 
to her Maj^e. 

ELEGIE. 

X Eares are all Great mens Obfequies, when they 
Break from the glonous pnfon of their Clay ; 
}ufand fluent eyes their lofles mourns, 

As if they meant to drowne them in their Umes. 

If then ^is forrow cuilomarie bee, 

How many eyes fliould bee wept out for thee I 
Admired Ay ton! every mournfull breath 
Lamenting thine ihould figh itfelf to death. 

As proud to wait on thy pure Soul, which fled 
To heaven fo fwifily ; none did think thee dead. 

Till the loud Bell (Deaths Trumpet) did proclaime 
Thy flight to immortalitie ; then Fame 
Herfelfe put on Gnefs Liverie, and fung 
Thy weighty lofle, till Ihee had loll her tongue 
In that fad ufe, as if ihee meant to have 
A Tombe for all her Storie in thy Grave. 

Thou, who when living. Truths example flood, 

To teach Great men to be Great and Good ; 

Nay, to be Wife and Leamd, to a£l each part 
Of their Lives Scene, with Vertue and with .Irt, 
Which thou mad’fl Yertues Hand-maid, and with lldl 
Manag’d thy GreatnelTe, without GreatnelTe ill 
But Sorrow does diflra€l me, and my Zeal 
Of Gnef for thee does (with the pradlice) Heal 
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Away my Mufes Faculties, and now 

Deaths Embleme (Cypreffi) hangs upon my Brow 

Heavie as thy cold Marble ; elfe ere this, 

My pregnant Mufe, big with an Fjctafis 
Or Wonder, had endearour'd to fet forth 
The unexpreffive glotie of thy Worth : 

It had difplaid thy Learning, which was fucb. 
That it (in jullice) may compare with much 
Admired Barclay, or be &id to fide 
With Wit-excelling Buchanan, (the pride 
And glorie of thy Nation) 'Twas fo known 
To both the Kingdomes, each would gladly own 
Thee as their Offfpring, but ours (grieving) muft 
Only be happy to preferve thy duft . 

Which as if Fame had meant it (hould inherit 
The glone due unto thy hvmg Merit, 

This unaccullom’d Honour to it bnngs. 

To mix with facred aihes of our Kings. 

Good, is in Subjeds Kingly, and in thee 
All Graces Itrive to make an Unitie 
Of pious goodnefife ; many flames fo meet, 

And curie into one Pyramid, then greet 
Their fubtle Spheare ; m Aytons equall Breft 
Dwels all that could for Vertue be expreft. 

So that the bnghtnelTe of his Lives jull glory 

Shall fliame the Bad, be to the good a Story. 
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Vpon the Noble Colonell-Generall 

Burroughs, flaiae at the Ifle of Ree. 

EL EG IE. 

A Dmired Burroughs 1 though to deck thy Herfe 
Thy Merits challenge a Tenth Mufes Verfe ; 
Though, if thy Valour juft reward (hould have, 

Mars ftiould tume Poet, write thy Epitaph : 

Yet let not thy bleft foule (Heroick Spirit) 

That now in heavens great Armie does inherit 
The Civick Garland, Laurell, and enjoyes 
More glorious triumphs than the Ronufh toyes 
Uf d to grace liappie Conquefts with, defpife 
This, though no Hecatombe, yet a Sacniice, 

Which the well-wifties of a bleeding heart 
Offers as Fun’raU Sataes to thy defert 
To fay thou wert Wife, Valiant, and the reft 
Of thofe good Attnbutes thy Worth expreft 
T’ include m it, were nothing ; 'twere more fit 
That fome fweet Genius, fome OvMian Wit 
Should ftudie for new Epithites t’ expreffe 
Thee as thou wert then living, that’s no leffe 
Than Mafter of thofe Gifts, which here related 
Would make old Nature proud [he had created 
A work of fo much wonder, that pale Death 
Has lodg’d thee now (IlluiUious Soule) beneath 
A pile of Marble, whofe hard entrails weep 
O’re thy cold alhes , and fince yron-fleep 
Has clofed thy cye-lids, let thy filent Grave 
Retain with thee this for thy Epitaph : 

Here lies a Colonell, flaine by f atoll Shot ; 

Who lojl his Regmeut, ami a Kingdome got. 

p 
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Vpon the right Honourable, the 
Lady Elifabeth Rick. 

E LEG IE. 

T T THy looks the day fo dull? why does’t appear 
V V As if It were contradted to a Tear J 
Or rather had put off effentiall Light, 

To Ihrowd its Luftre m etemall night? 

The Clouds are drowfie, as they meant to fleep, 

Or rather pregnant (with fait Dew) to weep. 

’Tis pad the Morning now. Day needs not powre 
Its precious moyllure on each amorous Flowre , 

The Violets want not hquid pearls t’ adome 
Their azure ears, nor from the beauteous Morne 
Does the pale Couflip or the Pnmrofe feek 
A Chnftall Gemm to hang upon its Cheek ; 

Their pnde does wither, they hang down their heads, 
As if they would intombe them in their beds. 

The Sun-afpinng Lark under his Wing 
Hanging his head, feems now to figh, not fing. 

What Ihould portend this fadnes 1 why Ihould mirth 
Seem thus o’th’ fuddain to bee fled from Earth t 
No Comet has appear’d of late, no Star 
With blazing bnghtnefle threatned Death or War. 

The caufe then of this fuddain change mud be 
Beyond the reach of wife AJlrologU. 

^My Fancie has’t.) This alteration falls 
Only at Beauties, Vertues Funeralls. 

Thefe are no common Obfequies, fmce Shee 
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(Illullnous Ladie) is enforc’d to bee 

The Caufe of thefe lamented Rites, by proud 

Imperious Death confin’d into a Shrovd : 

Shee that was fo fuperiativeiy Good, 

Her Vertue was her Honour more than Blood : 
Whofe Innocence and Love was all her Care : 
Who was as purely Chall as Shee was Fayre : 

So full of noble Carnage, that her Life 
May be the Figure of a perfe£l Wife, 

Look here you cunous Great Ones, here doth ly 
A Glaffe for you to drefs your Adlions by. 

’Twas not the name of Cc^ndtfli, fo ally’d 
To Worth, that could in her beget leaft Pride ; 
Nor did fliee boaft. her Title, being led 
A glonous Bride to hopefull Rtch his Bed. 

GetitU as Summer Evenings, or as Ayre, 

In its firjl native Purttie\ and Fatre 
As was the Beams of the Created Light, 

Bfore it ever had convetf'd with Nt^hi ; 

Bumble as Vot'nes, that in Prayer expire ; 

And Chaji as thofe who never knew Defire 

Was this Religious Dame, who nere can die, 
S’Oiv ,her smv Fe/me amt dsxr Sle^. 


V a 
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Vpon the death of his Sifter, 

Mrs. Prifcilla Glapthome. 

E LEG IE. 

H Appie Arabians, when your Phoenix dies 
In a fweet pile of fragrant Spicenes 1 
Out of the Aflies of her Myrrh-bum'd Mother, 

(That you may ftill have one) fprings up another. 
Unhappie we 1 Since ’tis your Phoemx nature, 

Why could not ours, our only matchleffe Creature 
Injoy that right 1 ^y from the Mothers Urne 
Did not another Phxnix flraight retume ? 

Oh ! there's a-reafon j 'twas caufe Natures Store 
All fpent on her, is now become too poore 
To frame her equall, fo that on her Herfe 
My trembling hand lhall hang this Fun’rall Yerle. 

Vertue and Beautu, none can boajl to have. 

They are both buried in her filent Grave ; 

Who was Loves, Truths, Beautte, and Vertues 
Pride ’, 

With her Love, Truth, Beautie and Vertue dy'd. 
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Vpon the death of Mrs. Sufanna 

OJbalJion. 

ELEGIE. 

J r Free thee leave me. Grief ; if thou wilt ftay 
L Within my panting Breft, Ihew mee the way 
o prefent death ; or force my eyes to (hed 
So large a flood of Tears, as may bee fpred 
Like a tranfparent Chnilall Sheet upon 
Her Grave, that fo no other worthlefs Stone 
Afpire t' adorne her Monument Oh Shee ! 

Who was what ev’ry loyall Wife ftiould bee : 

Shee in whofe living Charadler was wnt 
A modell Sweetnefle cloath’d in hannlelfe Wit : 

Not like thofe ayne Dames that only drive 
To keep their Faces, not their Fames alive : 

That prey upon their Husbands wealth, confume 
Whole Signories in Fainting and Perfume : 

That only make an Idoll of their Will, 

And hate all Good, ’caufe they account it IlL 
No, Ihee was pleaflng, void of lead Offence ; 

Was fully Wife, yet full of Innocence. 

But oh 1 how J undoe mjielfe J 1 now 
Mud pull my Lawrell from my wrinkled Brow, 

And wreath’d in deathfull Cypreffe, ladly call 
My Mufe to wait upon her Funerall. 

Light thy fick Tapers, peolive Mufe, and come 



214 Poems, 

To wait her Death, and thine owne Mait^rdome ; 
For never be invok’d to write (by mee), 

When hers is writ, another EUgu. 

Now in that filent Tenement of Death, 

The Church, go ting in a foft Swan-hke breath, 

A Requum to thy memory ; and there 
Drowne ev’ry word thou utterill with a Te^re : 

But let them be fuch Tears as may expreife 
Not Sorrow, but a joyful Extafis. 

And You (dear Sir) m whom there doth furvive 
So much of her, fhee needs mud reft alive 
In your yet bleeding memory ; You that know 
How much each tnbutane Grace did owe 
To her unmatch’d Perfedlions , how that ihee 
Was Vertues, Beauties juft Epitome : 

How that her Eyes were Sphears in which did move 
The equall orbs of Chaftitie and Love : 

Her Cheeks two fields of purity, where grew 
The Rofe and Lilie, mixt i’ th’ mutuall hue 
Of Smiles and Bluihes j how each outward part 
Did fpeak the richer luftre of her Heart, 

Her Minds intenfive glory. When you think 
Juflly on this, her Grave no more (hall drink 
Your frequent Tears , but fraught with noble Mirth, 
You’ll foon deveft your Soul of all that’s Earth 
About it ; fay, ’twas juftice to transferre 
From this dull Region fuch a matchlefs Starre, 

And fix't i’ th’ Chriftall Heav’n, you’ll then con- 
feffe 

Your conftant Love to her appear’d far leflTe 
In Griefe than Joy ; for forrow fpent for this 
Her happineffe, is envie to her blilfe. 

Not charitie t’ her memory j yet my Verfe 
Shall hang a lading Hatchment on her Herfe, 

My Lawrell deck her Ume, in which does lie 
As much as of Mortalitie could die. 

You Sir, who then bed knew her perfedl Life 
Ought to rejoyce, not grieve for your dead Wife. 
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FRAGMENT. 



S DAMON thus did ’plaine, 

Behold a Cloud (out of the foamie 
Maine) 

’Gan to anfe, and over-looke the Earth, 
Scorning the Sea (from whence it took its birth) 

As dull and pond’rous , ftill it mounts up higher 
With azure Wings, as if it meant t’ afpire, 

Spight of commanding Natures free Conlent, 

To place 'bove Ayr the watry Element ; 

Whofe vain ambition, from his calid Sphear, 

When nimble Fire, the chiefe and fupreme Peere 
Of Elements, beheld ; his fervent Ire 


Increafd his furie, adding Fire to Fire, 

Making him hotter than the eighth degree. 
Which IS prefcnb’d him by Philofophie , 

And calling to his accident, the Heat 
That by him fate upon a brazen Seat ; 

Which flam’d like .^tna, when Typheus breath 
Threatens to blow up the Sicilian earth. 

He bad him quell that over daring Foe, 

Who mu made hail to his own overthrow. 


Heat llrait obayd j and wrapping up in Smoke 
His horrid Flames, a fpeedy paflage took 
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Into the iierie Regions, and with force 

Of rayes more ardent than the Sun’s bright Horfe 

When they ore-tura’d their Mailers purple Carr, 

And drownd in Po, the ventrous Waggoner, 

Drew up the willing Oond, that ilriv’d to flie. 

With Icarus to its owne Tragedie. 

Juil as a Load-ilarre, whofe attradling force 
Does caufe the Iron leave its native Courfe, 

And mount to it; fo did Jleats pow’rfull might 
Inforce the following Cloud till it had quite 
Palfd the lirll Kingdome, amd was upward gone 
Into the pure Ayrs middle Region ; 

Then back with fpeed, the Heat 'gan homeward 
fare 

And left the Cloud to th’ mercy of the Ayre ; 

Whofe fubtle bodie being light and dne, 

Could not indure the Clouds moiil quahtie. 

g llottds, and all heavie Meteors, Ram, and Snow, 
aile, and the like, are Bodies mixt, that grow 
Out of the Earth, and watry Element, 

Which by their nature pond’rous, ilill arc bent 
Down to the Center, but the Ayre and Fire 
Of more pure fubflance, feck to force them higher 
Towards the Sphear, that in their downfall thence 
They may tnumph, and Ihew their Eminence 
Over thofe duller bodies ; but the natures 
Of thefe two groife, yet fully Ample Creatures 
Will not permit afcenfion, they attradl 
Therefore thefe Meteors upw-ards, which compadl 
Of humid Vapours, need's muil feek to bow 
Downwards again) : Otir Cloud then which vas 
,now 

Left by its hot Condudlor, ftraight was call 
By the inraged Ayr with greater haft, 

To kiffe the Center (than a Parthian Bow 
Can (hoot an Arrow, or a Morter throw 
Deathful Granado’s) ; in its way it ftrook 
Upon the Firmament, and there b’ing broke. 

Its wat’iy fubllance did obfcure the Plaiae 
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And gawdie Heaven with Clouds, which fought 
again 

To joyn in one, and fill the buxome Ayre, 

Juft as you've feen a Fainter on a faire 
White Table drop fome little fpots of Black, 

Which running here and there, at length does make 
One Colour in the Grownd-work ; or as when 
Two num’rous Hods of wel-refolved men 
Meet in the Field, and with the murd’rous Smoak 
Of their Death-fending Muskets, drive to choak 
Their bloody fadls from view of lightfome day. 

The Sulphure flying many a fev’rall way, 

At lad does meet, and dim the Chndall Sky : 

So did this Cloud, now many, by and by 
One Cloud agen; which when the Rofe-cheek'd 
Sun 

(IVho had but halfe his daily labour run) 

Saw from his fhining Chanot, on hee fpeeds. 

Driving amain his Nedlar glutted Steeds 
Through the dark Welkin, now he 'gins to call 
On Pirois, now on j£i}ion, then lets fall 
His angry Whip upon their fweaty backs, 

Now pullsthe Kaines hard, which again he Harks, 
That they might have more free and open Courfe 
T’expell the Cloud, which fcoming the Suns force. 
With pitchie mids did fo obfcure his light. 

That day feem'd turn’d into Cimmerian Night. 

Then draight the Cloud out of its watrie Store 
Showr’d as if godly Pyrrhus age once more 
Had been approaching, when blew Protein drave 
His flocks to fee the Mountains, Fifhes clave 
Unto the Elmes, before a noted feat 
For harmlefse Turtles. All the Winds did meet 
In hodile oppolition ; Au/ler fought 
With Lyhs, and he with Boreas, who from out 
His rapid throat cad guds, and did difplay 
His wings as wide, as when Orythia 
Was by him ravidit : Thunder from the Skie 
like to lowd mufick, made a Hannonie : 
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Wth the Winds whiftUng (hrilnelTe, Seas did roare 
Riiing in frothie Mountaines, that the Shore 
Ttenibled for feare, left the impetuous Waves 
Should pafse their Limits, and become the Graves 
To the adjoyning Meadows . And our Swaine 
Damon, who erft in Tears began to plaine 
His KMs lolTe, now let that fait dew fall, 

To folemnize his poor Flocks Funerall. 

For loe, big-fwelling with the late-falne Raine 
lybtr broke ore his Banks, and ran amaine 
Into the Meariowes, where our Shepheards kept 
Their Woolly Charge, which prefently was fwept 
Down by the greedy River, as wee fee 
A Towne beleagur’d by its Enemie, 

When by an on-flaught ’tis furpnz’d and tane. 

Both old and young are by the Martiall Traine 
Of the Viflonous Souldiers murdred : fo 
Dealt the inraged River , to and fro 
It ran, and bore down all , the tender Lambs 
That then were fucking of their milkie Dams, 

Ere they could waile their deaths with one fad 
bleat. 

Were fwallow’d up, yet hanging on the Teat 
Nor did the Flocks horn’d-Leaders brazen Bell 
Serve him for ought, unlefte to ring a knell 
To the Folds drowning , ’twas in vain to ftrive. 

For the poor Shepheards now to fave alive 
Themfelves was all their ftudie ; to a Wood, 

Whofe top had long a mark to Sea-men ftood, 

They trembling fled, when ftraight the Cloudy Skie 
’Gan to deer up, and Phoebus Iightfomely 
Agen to fliine ; the Mufes of this Grove 
To chaunt their fylvan Madrigalls, and move 
The Stones to hften, and the loftie Trees 
To bow their dewie heads ; the bufie Bees 
Leaving the hollow Oaks which the late Rain 
Had forc'd 'em enter, now began again 
Their little thighs with juyce of Thyme to fill ; 

But the amazed Shepheards trembling ftill. 
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Could fcarce give credit to their wondring eyes, 

(Such pow’r has feare if throughly it furpnze 
Our foule and fences) they beheld the Wood 
As ’t had been water, thought each plaih a Hood, 

And every drop that from the boughs did fall 
They thought a tear flied for their Funerall. 

Tn this amazement Handing ; to their fight 
An objedl waS prefented, naked quite, 

Save that her fnowie Smock did compalTe in 
Its white embraces, her far whiter Skin. 

They faw bound to an Oak fo rare a Creature 
As feem’d to be the work on which old Nature 
Had fpent her bed Matenalls. 

Not Cytherea, when fliee naked rofe 
From the Seas wat’ry bofome, did difclofe 
Halfe of her Beauties ; nor the nimble Maid, 

To whofe fwift Feet fo many Suitors paid 
Their heads as tribute , nor the Wood-nymphs 
Queen 

When Ihee was bathing by Afleon feen, 

Showd like to her ; by whom Pigmalion might 
Have tane a Patterne, and have fram’d a right 
Modell of Beautie • her attraflive Haire, 

Bright as the Sun-beams, drew th’ inaniour’d Ayr 
Gently to waft it , and her Pearls of Sight, 

Though drown’d in Tears, caft. forth a ghtt’nng 
light, 

That through dark Sorrow fliin’dj the winged 
Boy 

Leaving his Mothers Fountains, came t’ injoy 
Thofe Chriilal Weis, whofe pure drops could redreffe 
Sooner than Nediar, hot Loves thirllineffe. 

The Naiades, and tripping Fame Elves 
Repin’d to fee in their owne Woods, themfelves 
So farre furpaff’d in Beautie; and the Grove 
Thinking ’t had been Sylvanus fairell Love, 

Brought thither all his Off-fpring, with pretence 
To doe his Gods belov’d Nymph reverence. 
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Firll did the Thome moil amorouily begin 
To twine about her, yet nere prick’d her skin ; 
Then aged Palmes, and Vuilor-crowning Bayes 
Halfe-withered (at her Eyes all-quickning Rayes) 
Came and renew’d their freihneife ; and the Yew 
Unkind to weane FalTengers, at view 
Of her, loft all his poyfon ; and the Tree 
Whence Vmut Minion in his Inhincie ■ 

Was by the Wood-nymph taken, did prefume 
To borrow fweetnelTe from her breaths perfume ; 
Here did the Cedar meet the ftately Pine, 

And it the Cypreife, feekmg to intwine 
Their buihie tops, which Arbour-wife did run 
To ihade her Face, and robb the am’rous Sun 
Of his defired KilTes ; all the Wood 
At view of her, as much amazed flood. 

As when the Oegrm Harpifts cunning hand 
Gave life to Mountains, forc’d Panckaya ftand 
Shaking her Balmie Treftes. Had the deep 
Sighs ihee expir'd not Ihewd that life did keep 
In her a happie refidence, the Swaines 
Would have imagin’d that her azure Veiaes, 

Her Iv’ne Neck, and fwelling Brefts, the reft 
Of her Dimenfions, not to be expre^ 

T’ have been Dtana's Statue, there eredled 
To be ador’d ; but when they had refpedled 
Her fighs, and faw her hving as fh' ad been 
Some Sylvan GoddeiTe, or the Nymph whofe green 
Scepter commands the Forrefts ; they ask’d grace 
For off ’rmg entrance to that facred place. 

The baihfull Virgin, from her weeping eyes 
Shot glitt’nng Rayes hot Loves Incendiaries, 
Teaching Oaies Tapor a more glorious Shine 
Than Diamonds give to Jet, when they intwine. 

At them the frozen Waggoner might thaw 
His^Chariot axel’d with congealed Snow ; 

And the flow moving North-ftar having felt 
Their temp’rate heat, his Ificles would melt, 

And being affrighted at the fight of men, 
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Call’d up the blood into her Cheeks agen 
Which fear had made depart thence ; blulhing red. 

As does Aurora when (hee leaves the Bed 

Of old jythomus ; faine fhe would have got 

Into the Wood, tooke Daphne from the hot 

Furfuit of luftfull Cynthms ; the Oak 

She oft befought to lend its Bark to cloak 

Her from their view, but when fhe faw how vain 

Her wilhes were, (hee then began amain 

To beat her Brefls, and from her radiant ejres 

To fend a (howre, whofe drops were of more price 

Than thofe which conquer’d Danae : As (hee thought 

With plaints and grievous fighs to have befought 

The Shepheards to unbind her ; from the thick 

Of the green Wood, came running toward her, quick 

As fome Numidian Lyon from his Den, 

(Half-llarv’d with hunger) to his p^ey, three men 
Three Monfters rather, clad in Weeds of haire, 

Save that their Legs, and Armes, and Necks all bare. 
Look'd rougher than their Garments ; to the Maid 
Then bent their cruell lleps, who humbly praid 
The Heavens for pitiej on the Viliams went 
Towards the Oak with a mofl damn’d intent 
To ravi(h her j the Trees that by her Hood 
Began lament ; the light Nymphs of the Wood 
Implor’d the chall Diana to defend 
Her wretched Votrefle ; and the Birds did rend 
The Ayr with difmall fcreetches : Phylomell 
In mourning accents fram’d her voice to tell 
The Vengeance due to Ravilhers : the Fire 
That bum’d their entrails, blown by foul defire, 

Made their eyes fparkle, yeelding horrid light 
Unto their fa<fl, whofe blacknelTe did affright 
The blulhing Sun, who hid his golden head 
And feem’d to fuffer an Eclipfe through dread 
Of that dark deed ; and now they did begin 
With facnlegious hands to touch that skin, 

Which foft as Lydian Silk, did even intice 
Love there to build his choicell Faradice. 
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When the inraged Sliepheards, who beheld 
Their monllrous purpofe, with Hern fury fild, 

Ran to her fuccour ; as a Bear, Whofe young 
Is ftolne away, or as a Wolfe among 
A flock of Sheep, when by the Pallors care 
Hee’s hindred of his prey ; juft fo did fare 
The difappointed Letchers ; and with cnes 
Whole hideous found lent thunder to the Ikies, 

They rufh’d upon the Shepheards, who prepar’d 
For all incounters, flood upon their guard, 

And with their hooks, which fometimes us’d to catch 
The tender Lambs and bleating Ewes, they watch 
To meet their blows, and ftrength with flrength repel. 
All llrook together, yet not one blow fell 
In vain to th' ground ; the fweat and purple blood 
That tnckled from them, dim’d their lights, yet flood 
The fight in eqnall ballance , now the Swaines, 

And then the Wood-men had the odds ; their paines 
Seem’d not to make ’em wearie , thefe did fight 
Spur’d on by lull, and thefe in jullice right. 

Now ’gan they grapple, and with all then- force 
Stnv’d to orethrow each other ; no remorfe 
Of their own harms, could move their angrie minds 
To come to parley : fune when it blinds 
Our foules, is fuch a paflion ; not the rage 
Of hungne Indian Lyons, when they wage 
With rav’nous Leopards battell for their prey. 

Was like to theirs : fierce Beafls and Tygers may 
Be held as mild ; the Bnttijh Malliffes fight 
With his couragious Iri/h oppofite ; 

The Dragon arm’d with plates of flrongell Male, 
Againfl loves Bird ; the Sword-fifh and the Whale 
Were models of this Combate , till at length. 

Might overcame, Vertue gave place to Strength ; 

The Shepheards breathleffe were ; their angrie foes 
Wax’d more couragious, and did feek to clofe 
With their half-vanquifh’d enemies : as a Steed 
Who having run with over-haflie fpeed 
Moil of his Race, does ere it fully end. 
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Tire ; fo the Shepheatds who did raflily fpend 
Their fpirits at the entrance of the Fray, 

Ere It was done, had none to fpend, yet they 
With courage held the Fight up, till by force 
Maftred, they fell, each wirfi a wounded Corfe 
Striking the earth now when they could no more 
Strike their inhumane foes. The favage Bore 
That in revenge wrathfull Dtilynna fent 
To Ipoile the Chaledonian Continent, 

When he had drawn the valiant Dardans blood, 
Could not tiiumph more ; they infulting Hood 
Like to fo many Goftiawks ore their prey, 

Ore the poor Swains , what then could SjfMa, 

^o hight the Nymph) expedl, but prefent death, 

Or ravilhment 1 which to prevent, her breath 
She fought to flop with her gold tramell haire, 

But when it came into her lips, it there 
Amoroufly hung, fpight of her force, to fuck 
Myriads of melting kifles ; fee the luck 
Heavens had ordain’d to fave her ; with her cries 
And with the late-fought Combats Ecchoing noife, 
Drawn to the place, arriv’d an armed Xnigbt, 

Who to avoid the fearfull tempefls might, 

Had tane the Woods for flielter, jufl as they 
With barbarous outcries were about to flay 
The honefl Shepheards, whom when he did view 
In that apparent penll, flraight he flew 
Upon the luflfull butchers, and his Sword 
Dealt deathfull dole amongfl ’em ; they afford 
Him blowes for blowes, and dangerous fight main- 
tain 

Till his flrong hand viftoriously had flain 
The fiercefl of them j then the other paire, 

Like to a flone that throu^ the fubtle Ay re 
Flies from a forcing fling, fo fafl they fled 
Into the wood ; the Shepheards almofl dead 
With wounds and bruifes, joyfully did rife 
To thank their Saviour, who had caff his eyes 
Up to the Tree where lovely Sylvia flood. 
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Bound, like the Tyrian Damfell wiien the flood 
Sent up a Whale to eat her. This llrange fight 
So full of wonder, iilld the courteous Knight 
With admiration, and deflre to know, 

Both who Ihee was, and who had ufd her fa 
And hafting forward to the holy tree. 

He gently 'gan to loofe her bands ; but (hee 
Who in the Id»i of her frighted thought ' 

Saw nothing but her Foes, imagin’d nought 
But prefent Rape, gave up her Virgin breath 
From whence (hee had it, and enrich’d foul Death 
With the mod precious flavour : not the Boy 
Now turn’d a Flow’r whom Phxbus did deftroy 
With his Sledg-cafting ; nor Orithia's faire 
Sider, fweet Procrts, whom the name of Ayre 
Brought to her ruine j nor loves beam-burn’d Love 
In death appear’d fo amorous. As a Dove 
TruTd by a Falcon gently takes the ftroke 
Of Death, fo did fliee. The broad fpreading Oak 
Eril proud of its faire Captive, fadly now 
Began lament, and mournfully to bow 
His aged head, tO'kilTe her livehed Corfe , 

The Wood-nymphs mournfull plaints did even en- 
force 

The neighb’ting Rocks to weep ; our Shepheards 
tears 

Watred the earth : in her fad death, appeares 
His Kalds Ioffe to Damon, fo that hee 
Wept both for hers, and KeUds Tragedie. 

But all their woes were nothing to the plight 
Of forrow feizing on the gentle Knight, 

When hee beheld her periih , that his griefe 
Made him forget to tender quick rehefe 
Unto her fainting ; yet at laft. he ran 
Unto a neighb’nng fountaine, and began 
To catch the glyding water, which did meet 
His labouring hands, thence leapt into her fweet 
Though dying face, fliee only in a fwound. 

And not quite dead ; the faving water found 
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Means to recure her, (for ’tis hire the nature 
Of fuddain traunces, which pofTeffe a Creature 
Only when Feare does call from every part 
The lively blood to aid the fainting heart, 

Agen to vanilh, when the blood is call’d 
By fome quick motion to the parts appall’d 
For want of it ; Shee therefore in this gmfe 
Handled, unfeald (forthwith) her death-clof’d eyes. 

As the tranfplendent Guider of the Day 
Obfcur'd by clouds, more brightly does difplay 
"When h’ ’ath orecome them, his all-piercmg light , 

So did the blazing Comets of her fight 
Dart now more lucid cleamefle, every beame 
Of it deferving to have been a Theame 
For all the Poets. Not the Cyprian Rofe 
Or filver Lillie, what can we fuppofe, 

Was like her Cheeks 1 Hyperbolies muft needs 
Fail to expreffe that which it felfe exceeds 
All Metaphors . in them the blufliing Red 
Stay’d to appeare, and back unwilling Bed 
To give that place to the more pow'rfull White : 

Judge but what fulneffe of fincere delight 
Rapt the late fearfiill Knight when he did fee 
Her live agen ; hee hailed to the tree, 

And kindly chear’d her tira’rous heart j the Maid 
Could fcarce beleeve her ears or eyes, which paid 
Joy a moll welcome tribute, to unbind 
Her cords he hailed, while the molfie rinde 
Of the broad fpreading tree did ftrive to cleave 
To her fair skin, as if ’t had rather leave 
Its mother Oak than her; beneath the ihade 
Of a thick Fig-tree ftie before had laid 
Her light filk garments, which the Shepheards 
brought 

Tqjinath her with ; the loving vellures fought 
To flie unto her bodie ; foon as Ihee 
Had put them on, with blulhing roodellie 
She thank’d the noble Champion and the Swains, 

Who for her lake had undergone fuch pains 
8 


Q 
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As merited requitall ; but a look 
From her fweet felf both Knight and Shepheards 
took 

As a reward fufficient ; they would faine 
Have ask’d her name, but durll not; how Ihee 
came 

To be diArell fo ; but left ihee Ihould chance 
With thought of it to fall into a Trance 
Agen, they would not crave ’t ; She humbly prayed 
The Knight and Shepheards, fhe might be conveyd 
By them home to her Fathers houfe, that flood 
Under the covert of that lucklelle Wood 
Where Ihee had run fuch danger: Straight way 
they 

Leavmg the curfed Villaines corps a prey 
To meager Wolves, the leavie Grove forfook ; 

Shee being them Guid, a beaten Path they took 
Into a Meadow, where the Fowers did ftrive 
With eager motion, which ihould iirll revive 
From their late drowning, that they fo might meet 
With dewie lips the beauteous Virgins feet 

Ccetera drfunt. 
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On the death and Poems, of his moft 
deare friend, Mafter Thomas Beedome. (i ). 

W HY did thy mufe difplay her eaglets wing, 

And make a flight at heaven t why did Ihee 
fing, 

Like to the earely Larke, when flie begunne. 

Glad carolls in the eare o’ the liflning Sunne. 

Till heavens inhabitants did even confpire, 

To ihatch diee as a chanter to their quire, 

But glorious Budomt, ere he left the earth. 

Did give to fame a Monument, a birth. 

To fuch a living fancy, as in fpight 
Of fate, lhall like a precious ray of light, 

Dwell ’bout his urue, where all the m^es fit, 

Waylmg the lofle of his emergent wit. 

And weeping ore his afhes till their eyes, 

Inftead of teares, (hed mournfull Elegies. 

Beneian Daphne, there her armes difplayes, 

As if the would intombe him in her bayes. 

And Ihe who Phoebus hot purfuit did fliunn^ 
Imbraces the old alhes of his tonne. 

There a bright troope of Virgins that from larre, 
Appeare, refembling every one a ilarre, 

Drown’d in a fee of pearle, doe fadly nfe, 

From his lov’d ume, each one without their eyes. 
Wept out, or burning left there, as they’d meaot^ 


(l) Prefixed to Poms Dmnt, and Humane. By Thomas 
Beedome. Loud. 1641. 
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Thofe l^lhts for tapers to his Moanment 
Where foah we find at fudi a time a foule, 

That could in flowing numbers even controule, 

Arte nimbleil currents, and fwiftly glide, 
Without leaA noyfe, admir'd before efpide. 

So have I feece a gentle ftreame, with fweet, 

And fluent motion, fo^y haft to meet. 

Its mother Ocean, and innch her ftore, ■ 

With a more gratefull tribute then before. 

A thouland violent torrents paid, whole waves, 
Thotmh lowder, brought lefle muficke to their graven 
His lue was all one harmony, and in's death, 
Numerous, and full of fweetnefle was his breath, 
Expanded like the Swans concluding layes, 

In lafting accents, that fhall fpeake his prayfe. 

While Feather-footed time does fwiftly paffe, 

Or has a fand left in his plenteous glaffe, 

This is my vote, which to thy Booke lhall be 
A juft ap^ufe, to thee an il^egie. 


In obitum Lachrymabilem, 
Thomas Beedome, nuper defunlH, et in 
preBclara ingemi fui Monuments 
jam primum edita.{\) 

S lccine crideli cecidifli morte peremptus ? 

Siccine in extrenios, juflus es ire rogos t 
Et vix ingrelTus teneros lanugmis annos ; 

Comiis ante diem, blande Bedome, tuum. 

Quid luvat, ut tremulis cecimlli do6la Camaenis 
Carmina J Threiciae digna legenda lyrae ? 

Quidve quod auriconium anxiffet pennula frontem ? 

Vmbraffetque tuas laurus arnica genas ; 

Omnia cum nodri lint haec monumenta doloris : 

Quantaque virtus erat, tantus entqiie dolor. 

Sic in Enthreo pretiofam littore concham 

Cum perdat ; Lachrymis prollruit Indus humum 
Sicque fuper tumulum plorantia lumina fallis 
Oppnmimus fluviis : noxque fit atra dies ; 

Cur tamen imguis guttas foluamus ocellisl 
Curve Suit gemitus noder ab ore citus, 

Tene per altithroni fequerentur gaudia ludlus 1 
Tene per adriferam qusereret unda domum 1 
Non pebt afliduos fan<florum manfio planftus ; 
Convenit baud liquidis damifer ignis aquis. 


(l) Prefixed to Btedom/s Poems, 1641. 
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Non opus mterea eft tantam deflere ruinam 
Opprimet et tantum fnulta ruina virum 
I nunc magnificos ja£lato tyranne tnumphoSj 
Mors, et depicSlis pende trophsea tholis, 

Quam fragiles i<ftus contemptibilefque fagittae 
Sunt, nec vulneribus laedis ut ante tuis 
Dulciloquis volutans juvenis fuper aethera fcriptis 
Vivit in aurato nomen opufque libro. 

Atque tnumphales redununt fua tempofa vitae ; 

Vidlor adeft mortis, fama perennis erit 
Vivit enim certi Immutato pedtore amici 
Nec potuit tumolo nobiliore fnii. 
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To my noble Friend and Goffip, Cap- 
taine Richard Lovelace. 


■pjl Have fo long beene in your debt, that I was 

almofl defperate in my felfe of making you 
paiment, till this fancy by ravtjhtng from 
you a new Curtefu m its patronage, promifid me it would 
fatisfie part of my former engagements to you. Wonder 

not to fee it invade you thus on the fudden : Gratitude 
IS aertall, and like that Element, nimble in its motion 
and performance j though J would not have this of mint 
of a French difpofition, to charge hotly and retreat un- 
fortunately : there may apfeare fomething in this, that 
may maintaine the field courageoufiy againfl Envy, nay 
come off with honour’, if you. Sir, pkafe to reft fatis- 
fied, that it mat dies under your Enfignes, which are the 
dfftres oj 

Your true honourer 


Heti. Glapthorne, 




White-Hall. 


jRSrS^fflHat Earthquake's this t that with fnch fhijr 
HiLunU Turrets from tiieir Bafef and 

pillars totter, as they meant 
To fink into the Centre 1 the event 
Of thele ilrange terrours certainly mull be 
Sad prefaces to th' book of mifeiy, 

Which now is opend in me; every page 
Of which is able to affright the age 
To heare it read, make Nature mourn and keep 
My Obit, nay the worlds great Genius weep. 

How vaine are humane glories ? why ihould men 
Repine to meet a difiolution, when 
Even in an inftant, fuch vail frames as I, 

Callles, and llateliefl marble fiibricks die f 
Nay Monarchies, fuch as have feen (the light 
Of the whole world) the Sun rife faire and bright, 

And fet within then limits, quickly have 
Had all their greatnelTe Ihiowded in the grave 
Of that Heme tyrant Deiliny, who flings 
His various ilormes on Kingdomes, nay on Kings, 
Who though they heavehs immediate figures be, 
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Cannot evade this fad fetality : 

When like loud thunder violent, or the North, 

Its fudden temped hideoufly breaks forth, 

> As ’t has on me, who have for many yeares 
Out-lhm’d the date and ludre of my Peeres. 

Great Hampton Court, diire Greenwich, Richmond, 
and 

The pleafant None-fuch ; that I feem'd to Hand 
Equdl with Lduure, or that work of all 
So much admir’d Spaines codly Scunall : 

Who fince that prince of Prelates, Woolfey, laid 
My firme foundations, have as Emprefle fwaid 
O’re all the Bntifh pallaces, and beene 
The condant Refidence o’ th’ King and Queene, 
That vdth their prefence royall, did adorne 
My well-built Fabnck ; As continued Mome 
Had dwelt about my cheeks, whofe every ray 
Appeard fufRcient to create new day 
Forth of the Chaos ; As if f had begunne 
Here to doe Homage to the Eademe Sunne, 

Which never more (hall red with blufhes nfe. 

To fee himfelfe dut-flim’d by th’ orient Eyes, 

Of thofe pure Condellations ; that dill went 
About me, made me leeme a firmament 
Of moving darres : and unexampled I 
Was held the feat where Earth’s bed Deity 
loy’d to refide. As 1 had beene the fumme 
Of pleafure, the worlds foie Elifeum. 

Then were the times, when m my infant pride. 

Great Henry (who my buildings dignified 
Fird with that fupreme honour) did refort 
Hither, entituling me his Soveraigne Court. 

When he his conquering Enfignes did advance. 

Over the bowels of infulting France : 

\l^en Turwin trembled at his fierce Alarmes, 

Where Maxitntlian his Emperiall Armes, 

The Roman Eagles bravely did display 
Without difiionour, taking Englands pay. 

When conquerd Tournay fent his fpoiles to adome 
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My mills for fuch lUuArious trophees borne. 

Then who like me was happy when that King 
To me did all his mighty tnumphs bring. 

That Honours owne brow could not boafl more 
Bayes 

More wreathes <rf Palme, then in thofe happy dayes 
Grew to my temples : And when filken peace 
Had ty’d wars furly rage up ; what encreafe 
Of bleflings flow’d about me then f as Thames 
In its curl’d waves, had fwallowd the foure names 
Of thofe fweet Rivers that did once furround 
Eden, and I had beene that happy ground 
Pregnant with Aromatick Balme and fpice, 

The firft created, long loft Paradife. 

Then did the worthies of that famous Age, 

Make me the conftant, the continued ftage 
Where they did adl their Revels, Mirth, and Sport, 
Being the harmleffe Genii of the Court : 

When tilts and turnaments did to the life 
Imitate without blood-ihed, wars hot ftnfe. 

Then gentle Love did all his Cupids amie, 

To wound the Ladies (fuch wounds caufe no 
haime) 

And ftnke the llubbome and more marble hearts 
O th* gallant Heroes with his flaming Darts. 

And when that King had run his mortall race. 

The thronging ftars ftnving to make him place 
Among their weaker fires ; his hopefull foune 
Edward (whofe vertues all afleiflions wonne) 

That little Eye of Nature, the Delight 
O th’ Kingdome, by his bloods undoubted right, 
Wielding this Scepter, did confirme to me 
The former charter of my Soveraignty. 

So did his Sifter Mary, though her raigne, 

(Caufe fraught with trouble) fcarcely did maintaine 
Me in my wonted ornaments, when Ihe, 

Who was the very foule of Majefty, 

That virgin Queene, whofe unexampled glory, 

Gives truth to fame, and miracle to ftory ; 
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In whole pure frame, as in their fphean were firt 
The ftarres of T\(dor and J^antaginet. 

Eliza, rul’d, then I began to weaie 
A drede of ExceUence, more rich, more dear^ 

And full of wonder, then Fames bounty cood 
Ere dothe her brazen pillara in. I flood 
The envy of all Nations; then in me 
All bleflings drived to make an unity. 

Then from the whole world, I did tribute take 
Brought into me by that great Neptune, Drake, 

Who furrow’d up the threatning Oceans face, 

(And fwift as billows doe each other chace) 

Furfued the deps of honour through the mame. 

Rifling the treafures of fcarce known New Spc^ : 
Whofe Mines and Towns he ranfackt, and ran on 
(Big with a noble brave Ambition) 

Through all oppofing dangers, till he hurl’d 
As twere a girdle Txmt the fpacious world. 

Then did I groan under the unvallued weight 
Of fpoils cad on me in that Eighty Eight ; 

When that fame huge Armado did invade 
The Britilh Seas with terrour, and difplayd 
(In forme of a vad Crefcent on the flood) 

Itfelfe as if t’had beene a tall growne wood : 

Till our fmall Navy did it felfe advance, 

(Refolv’d to dand the utmod dorme of chance) 
Againd that mondrous Fleet, that even defide 
Heaven in its infinite ambitious pride. 

And boldly led on by that Son of Fame, 

Our valiant Admirall, noble Nottingham, 

Gave them fierce battell ; then in fire did flie 
Like thunderbolts in hghtning from the fkie 
The deathfull bullets, fplitting with their droak. 

The knotty ribs of their tough Bifcaine Oak ; 
Crackir^ their Mads, and with their fulphuroos 
breath 

Giving their Ships frefh wounds to let in death : 
Which as they funk cad forth a purple flood. 

And drownd in water, drownd the waves with blood. 
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The waves that by th’ forc'd motion wrought fo high, 
As they had meant to hang teares I’th’ Suns hot Eye, 
Who in a maze obfcur'd his golden light, 

While clouds of fmoak transform’d the day to night 
The affrighted Mirmaids flockt in (holes to fee 
That diffolution of Mortality. 

And as it were in pitty did mffead 

Of their falfe Charms, chant requiems to the dead. 

The feas blew Sexton, Trtton, making graves. 

Did work fo heard he fweat amidil the waves : 

And Proteus now a condant vifage weares 
Of forrow, (bedding pearles in (lead of teares. 

Then what was rich and precious in that Fleet, 

With it the joyfull Conquerours did greet 

Me at their home retume ffom thefe brave broyles. 

As I had been the temple where the fpoyles 
Of that renouned fea fight ought to be 
Hung up as Trophees to white viftoiy : 

Nor were all thefe all tnumphs that did fall. 

During this leigne, on me (then Weft White-Hall) 

A thouland ornaments my rooms did gaine, 

Fetcht from the ncheft Cities of proud Spaitu. 

When that fame joy of manhood whom his (ate 
Did afterwards render unfortunate, 

Illuftnous Effex with aufpicious fades, 

Set forth to th’ conqueft of Herculean Coles. 

Where great Alddes fixt his pillars, and 
Wnt Non plus ultra to the then knowne Land : 

That City glorying in the Indian ore 
As low as earth humbled her head before 
That conquenng Earle, whUe her tall towers and 
(pnes 

Burnt (as ’twere Martyrs) in thofe hideous fires 
Themfelves made for themfelves, till their huge frames 
Ckmfum'd to alhes in their own bnght flames. 

Then did I flouiifh, then my (pacious rooms 
Were hung with Airas, nay with Perfian looms. 

Then did my walls dreft in rich cWours vie 
With Roman Fallaces for Imag’ry : 


a a 
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Mo&ick paintings (though I’m now forlome) 

Did then my collly gilded roofs adome. 

Statues of Parian Marble fucfa as might 
The amorous Ptgmalton invite 
To laugh at his dull workmanihip, did grace 
My walks and gardens : then in every place 
The wheat crownd Ceres (with her head unfhome) 
Freely advanc’d her plenty beanng home'; 

The moft delicious viands in full llate 
Serv’d to my tables in huge antick Plate : 

While plumpe Lyesus wifli green Ivie crownd, 

Danc’d up to th’ eyes in preaous wine, a round 
Through my large Lobbies : then thofe fons of chine 
And pith, the Guard carowfd black lacks of wine 
In dead of Angle beare; then did they eat 
Without controule that emperor of meat, 

The lufty chine of Beefe ; while I did feeme 
With magazines of plenty ftiU to teeme 
Without lead feare of barranneffe : the fpring 
To me her beauties did as ofihmgs bring. 

The glorious fummer and rich Autumne paid. 

Their bleflings as my tribute : while this maid 
Was my impenall midnlfe winter’s breath, 

Had not the force to freeze my youth to death : 
Which then like the Arabian yeere was feen, 

With gorgeous face flill ilounfhing and green. 

No civill broile or forraigne feare did fright 
Me from my daily pradlde of delight ; 
lullice was then return’d agen to earth, 

Thofe bhlTefull times gave no finiller birth 
To fowle opprelfions ; then within my frame 
Nere had been heard that fo detelled name 
Of a Monopoly ; nor by Patent made 
Lawfull, were iniunes to every trade ; 

But each one then did under his own vine. 

Eat his bread freely and caroufe his wine ; 

Which knew no Medium, then ’twixt thofe extreams 
Of white and claret; then the common theams, 

Of the glad people were full of joy and praife. 
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Of thofe fuperlatively happy dayes. 

There were ro clamors heard within my gates, 

Of men miulUy rob’d of their eflates 
By poweifiill jFavountes : no fadlion then 
Reignd, lefle sm emulation amongH men 
Who fhould doe worthieft thinga As in a hive 
The Bees fmall pallace, where each one does drive 
Which (hall* mod honey to the dore-houfe bring, 
Deflouring thofe chade Virgins of the fpring 
The azure violets, that hang downe their heads. 
While they fuck all their fweetneffe from their beds : 
With which their thighes fulfil’d, they nimbly flie 
(Canying that vidlim of their indudry) 

Into the common dwelling, where they fing 
Triumphant peans to their ayrey King : 

So 'twas in me, each dnv'd who fliould excell 
Others in adling the States bulinelTe well, 

Who could rood frequent by th’ worlds eye be feea 
Ready in fervice to that virgin Queene, 

No tumults then, attempted were by th’ rude 
And many headed bead, the Multitude : 

(To whom the prefent times feeme ever word, 
Praifing the pad they never knew) they durd 
Not then in mutinous troops have pad by me, 

As if they meant to fnght bnght Majedy 
Out of my bofome ; then there was no drife 
Ith’ Common-wealth about religion rife. 

But all was peace and judice, which then grew 
Together like the GeminL I knew 
No gawdy fafliions then from giddy France 
Brought hither fince to be the Courts mifchance, 
Sick of that forraigne pride, whofe various drefle 
Has ufhered in effeminate wantonneffe. 

The Lords then in then native habit went. 

Which was as comely as magnificent 
The Ladies then their genuine beauties ware, 
Ignorant of the impodure of falfe haire ; 

Nor did they their ovme red and white attaint 
With that foule treafon agauid Nature, paint : 
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But each one (Iriy’d vitb cunning art to finde 
New wayes of vertue to adome dieir mind. 

Such was my fate, fo temperate and juft, 

It ne’r knew not, nor convers’d with lull. 

Nor did my glories, when that virgins breath 
Expiring feemd to bring the Illand deatl^ 

End or diminifli. A new ftarre brake forth. 

As bright and quickning from the boifterqus North, 
Darting its cheerfull influence through my rotHns, 
Which did from moumfull folitary tombs 
Refume their pnftine luftre : when great lames 
Had paft the Twede to view impenall Thames, 
Whofe fwans, in ftead of their own dirgies fing 
Tnumphant welcomes to the long wifhd King , 

Whofe each look was a ftarre, and every fmile 
The Sun that quickned, with new life, this Ifle. 

This lames who the two Kingdomes did unite. 

As happy Mifiry the red rofe and white ; 

This lames the darling and delight of late, 

Borne for the Solomon oth' Briufli State. 

This king of more then Kingdoms, all mens hearts ; ' 
Monarch of letters, Emperour of arts ; 

When be his happy peaceful! reigne hegunne. 

What plenteous ftreames of joy and blifle did runne 
Through all my veines ! what a full throngd refort 
Did beautifie each corner of my Court ! 

When armes, as ufeleffe, were hung up, no jarre 
Was heard, no noife of home or forraigne wane. 

The Mufes then did flonfli, and upon 
My pleafant mounts planted their Helicon. 

Then that great wonder of the knowing age, 

Whofe very name merits the ampleft page 
In Fames faire book, admired lohnjon flood 
Up to the chin in the Pienan flood 
Quailing crownd bowles of Nedlar, with his bayes 
Growing about his temples ; chanting layes, 

Such as were fit for fuch a facred Eare 
As his majeftick Mailers was ; to heare. 

Whom he fo oft pleafd with (thofe mighty tasks 
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Of vit aod judgement) his well laboured Masks. 

Then thofe two thunderbolts of lively wit 
Beaumont and Fletther glorioufly did lit 
Ruling the Theater, and with their deane 
' Conceptions beauh^ng die Comick Scene. 

And noble Donne Ibome to more facred ufe) 

Expreft his heavenly raptures ; As the juice 
Of the Hyblean rofes did diilill 
Through the Alembeck of his nedlard quilL 
Chapman like Homer in me often reads 
His Oddifes, and h>Ay Iliads. 

That I did rather then appeare to be 
The worlds bell furnilhd leamedll Academy, 

Then the Kings pailace ; who when iatall ^ 

In Its malicious fury did confpiK 
To mine part of my faire buildings ; He 
Great lames renewd with State and Majeily, 

Like to himfehe, that goodly Fabrick, which 
Is for Riatenalls, as invention nch ; 

On poliihd marble pillars, whidi (hall (land 
To fpeak his fame, while this renowned Land, 

Free from all the invafion of all foiraigne harmes, 

Is walld about with Oceans watry annea 
For which faire ornament I mult bellow 
My gratitude on worthy Intgo, 

Whofe skill in Fabrick did diredt each part 
Of that excelling frame with powerful! art. 

Yet fhould I iilent be, the very (tones, 

So quaintly laid, will fpeak the praife df lones. 

But now the lands of hu full glalTe being run, 

In the Impenall chayre his royall Son 
(Whom heaven prote<% and with a profperous rdgn 
Grant to rule this faire Ifland, and mamtaine 
It in tranquillity and happy peace. 

To Juftice and Religions full encr^e) 

Brave Charles (ucceeded. Then my joyes renewd, 

As Eagles their old feathers being mewd. 

1 with his vigorous prefence warmd, grew yong, 

My withod frame appearing farre more iliong 
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Then at its fird foundations ; mirth and iports 
Like fayries tripping through my happy Courts. 

When Englands Charles the great in me was leene, 
To give a gracious welcome to his Queene, 

That flower of Fratuxt her fexes faireft pnde, 

Maria Henritita his deare Bnde, 

Who with a numerous progeny has bled 
The Bntifli Kingdom ; which in peace and red 
Was pregnant with felicity, untill 
Like torrents falling from ibme lody hill, 

Or like fome fudden dorme out of a cloud 
Mifchief came thundeimg from the North fo loud. 

As ’twould have wakend death; thence thence did 
rife 

Thofe teares which dwell in feas about mine eyea 
Then ’gan my dately world admired head 
To fhnnk, when Charles a puiflant Army led 
Into the fleld, with refolution hot, 

To tame the darmg valour of the Scot : 

Who urg’d (it feemd) by fome Imagind wrong, 

Their confidence being as their force was drong. 
Came marching hitherwards ; but yet white peace 
By its all powerfull goodnefle caufd to ceafe, 

Thofe fo lamented difcords ; and did bnng 
In fafety to me, home my much lov’d King : 

And as a Taper which ere it expires, 

Colledls together, its concluding fires ; 

As 'twere to light it felfe to death, difplayes 
Ere It extinguilhes a fudden blafe ; 

More flaming glorious than it’s perfeifl Ihine 
Could ere expand j fo did thofe beames of mine 
Break forth, extending a gay fickly light. 

And now ’s obvolv’d in an ere-lading night : 

Since Charls his abfence ; as you’ve feen the ayre, 
Which yederday was fo ferene and faire : 

Heaven’s forehead wore no wrinkles , curie its brow 
Into a thoufand dufky furrows now : 

So tis with me, who am enforc’d to fhroud 
My face, which yederday contemnd the cloud : 
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That now obfcures it ; timorous to fee 
That which encreafes dill my mifery. 

Where are thofe beauties now from whofe each eye, 
Flew winged flames of love and majelly, 

That trope of Ladies, who fo oft did gild 
My ftately roomes with their own looks, which fild 
All my Dimenflons with rays pure and bright 
As was in Paradife, the worlds firil light } 

Yanilh’d like fhadowes, they no more appeare, 

, The Sun being fet ; death now inhabits here, 

And a continued dulnelle, now inftead 
Of thofe foft mealures which fo oft were led 
Over my fpacious floores there does intrude 
Its meager felfe, that nothing fohtude : 

In dead of Mufick, fuch as by the Spheares, 

And tunefull Orbs is breathd to enchant all Fares : 
Vpon my Turrets nightly there does howle, 

The mod prodigious and portentous Owle : 

Nothing but feare and terrour m me dwels, 

Such as is refident in thofe dark cels, 

Where nought but death raigns; what contagious 
fin 

Of mine committed, ’gaind Great Charts has bin 
The caufe of his long abfence, 1 am fure 
I’m in my innocence as cleare and pure, 

As in my infancy : why then Ihould he 
Inflidt upon me, this fad dediny ? 

Why Ihould I languifli like a faire young bride. 

Thus defolate, being caufelefly deni’d 
The comfort of my fpoufe, who now in arms, 

Expofd is to the dangerous alarms 
Of a rude civill-warre, which if a prayer 
Has power to qualifle ; He fill the ayre 
With Orifons, as zealous as my faith, 

Wit, or religion ; nay invention hath 

Forc’d to produce ; may thefe Domedick broyles. 

Like morning dew dry up, without thofe fpoyles, 

Of Kingdoms fire, and bloodfhed : May there be 
’Twkt King and Subject fuch a Sympathy, 
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As ’twixt the foule and body, as each part 
By Arickt relation beares to th’ head and heart 
May die King love his fubiedls, they ob^ 

His iud behefts, till his great Empires fway, 

Be fixt and lading in his name and blood, 

While this faiie Ifland overlooks the flood. 
Showres of continued bleffings foftly fall 
Vpon him, that the wifhes of White-Hall 
May prove true and prophetick : who mail mourn 
In widdow’d fadnefle, till bed Charles return. 
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On the Death of the Right Honourable 
Francis Earle of Bedford. 

Eligie. 

W Hat apparition’s this ) who is’t that weares 
About him wrapt a Chnilall ihrowd of tears : 
Who is't that in deaths manfion breathleile hes 
In Head of tapers, having griefe fwolne eyes, 

Stuck round about his Hearfe, what an amafe 
Begot by griefe and wonder, here difplayes 
Sorrow in’s blacked Enfignes ; as if all 
Mankind intomb’d were m this funeral! : 

My admiration leaves me now each breath, 

Sighes in fad accents, glorious Bedfords death. 

The Iron Souldier that ’ith rage of waire 
Nere wept, when all his body was one fcarre ; 

Nor figh’d at gioanes of Infants, now does keep 
His Obit, and, like a foft Virgin, weep : 

The Courtier whom religion fcarce would win. 

Ere to diffufe a drop for his loofe fin : 

Now uncondrain’d part in this forrow beares. 

And weares no other Jewels, but his teares. 

Wrapt in fad Cypriile, mideltoe, and yewe : 

Their Daphne layd afide the noble crue 
Of Fhebus Frieds lament him ; till their cries 
Tume all to Epicedes and Elegies : 

Nay in this fad diAemper of the State, 

When mod mens foitnede varies into hate. 
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All DOW contend in mourning to be diiefe, 

And know no other palEon but their griefe : 

He udiofe Uluftrious vertues with his blood 
loynd, did intitle him both great and good : 

IVho with a modell fweetnefle iliiv’d to win 
All mens affections, as if there had bin 
In his pure effence multiplyed, every part 
Of true nobility fixing in his heart ; 

Which feemed the fpheare where honour did re- 
fide 

Without the leall formality or pride. 

Not like thofe curious great ones, who create 
Factions and Itrange diffractions in the ftate. 

Who by malignant Councels ftnve to bring 
Diitempers on the Kingdom and the King ■ 

Who though their violent Councels overwhelm 
The veffell llrive to be advanc’d to th’ helme. 

Like the Suns daring off-fpnng, nere content 
Till they’ve atcbivd the Chanots government ; 

Which when their feeble forces cannot guide 
Like him they boaff in great attempts to ’ve 
di’de : 

No he was wife, and from ambition cleane, 

Effeemd the trued fafety m the meane ; 

His aClions being temperate and free 
From crime, except too much humanity. 

Who lhall like Bedford now, inflruCl the age 
Both by example, and the patronage 
Of true religious piety, how to be 
Fruitfiill in works of pubhke chmity : 

Who with a noble and ambitious zeale. 

To encreafe the glory of the Common-weale ; 

Did thofe two works of wonder (which lhall ftand 
To fpeak his fame in after times to th’ land j) 

Built Covent-Garden and (that fpacious plaine) 

The Fens his coll and induffry did gaine. 

From the furrounding waters, where to Ihow 
What a devotion his Intents did owe 
To heaven, (left men its worlhip Ihould negleCl,) 
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In each a Church his bountjr did eredl : (i) 

Such was his life, it never did enforce 
llie great mans envie, or the meaners curfe. 

And now his eflence by that mortall warre^ 

'Gainft nature deaths tranilated to a ftarre ; 

His Name fliall live, while never dying verfe 
Has power to hang frelh glones ore his heaife 
Whi<^ lhall extoll and dignifie his Name 
Among the Nobleft Heroes, which old Fame, 

Has in its laftmg Chronicles inrold, 

In charadlers of ruil contemning gold : 

Till to perpetuat Bedfords mented glory. 

He be his houfes, nay this Nations lloiy. 


(1) In Covent 'Garden, at Thorny Abby in the Ifle of Ely. 




On the right Honourable Hmry Earle of 
Manchefter, Lord-Privie*Seale. 


Elegie. 

W Hat reverend ghoil is this which to my view, 
Preients the fhape of noble Montague ; 

As if ’twould beckon me to 's herfe, to come 
And fing his honoured Eptcedmm ; 

1 doe obey thy fummons, nay and boall 
The glory call on me by thee fkire ghofl. 

Which I perceive now, to be truly he 
Who living bore the ilile and dignity 
Of Earle of Mancheder, and for the weale, 

O th’ Kingdom fat long time Loid-Pnvie-Seale. 

He who when living truths example Hood, 

To teach great men how to be great and good : 

Nay to be wife and leamd to a^ each part, 

Of their hves fcene with vertue and with art, 

Which he made vertues handmaid, and with dull 
Manag’d his greatnelle without greatnelle ill ; 

Who is’t that has not m the faire purfute, 

Of honour read the name of Montacute, 

That boafls it felfe denvitive to be, 

From thofe great ancient Earls of Salisbury, 

That did our Englilh glories fo advance, 

In all our Conqueils over vanquiihd France : 

From whence this Earls defcended, who did draw 
Confdence with filken chaines to l^e the Law : 
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All wbofe great Offices to his laftiag grace, 

He pafld exalted from Recorders pla^ 

To be th’ Slings Serjeant, who did then prefer 
Him firft chiefe luftice, then Lord Treafurer ; 
And after by his graaous fiee confent, 

Confirmd him of his Councell prefident. 

Hence knowing his integrity and zeale 
To lullice, made him laft Lord-Privie-Seale. 

Can he then fall unpitied, and not have 
A thoufand fluent eyes to wafh his grave : 

Thofe men mufl mourn him flirely who did by 
His Judgements game long banilhd equity ; 

As if divine Aflrea at bis birth, 

Had flown on Turtles wings back to the earth ; 
Her own juft precepts freely to impart 
To him, and multiply them in his heart. 

And now he is immortall ; loe from far, 

Me thinks I fee the aged Manchefler, 

Shine a new flarre in heaven, and with his bright 
And gilt refludlion, beautifie the light ; 

Where he fliall live for ever, and be read 
Here in his works of piety, though dead 
His mortall frame be, yet his noble name 
Shall live etemizd, by the tongue of fame. 

And while the world lads, his Al-Mimdo (hall 
Stand candidate for honour, even with all 
The works of learned Writers, and his prayfe 
Be by time's hand adomd with wreaths of bayes. 
'Thus vertue can fecure men dead, and give 
Life to their memories which Iball ever live. 



On the Noble, and much to be lamented 
Mrs. Anne Kirk, wife to Mr. Geo, Kirk, 
Gent, of the Robes, and of his 
Majefties Bed-Chamber, who was 
unfortunately drowned palling 
London Bridge, 6. 1641. 
an Anniverfary. 


Elegy I. 

W Hat rumor’s this, that on the tongue of fame 
Flies like a prodigy I as if it came 
To fnght the Genius of the world with feares. 

Nay change its moving elTence into teares ; 

Now, now urevocably flies the found 
Her lexes pride ; illuftrious Kirk is drownd. 

See how bright troops of virgins, who from farre 
Appeare, refembhng every one a llarre 
Drownd in a fea of pearle, doe ladly rife 
From her lov’d ume, each one without their eyes, 
Wept out, or there left burning as they’d lent 
Thofe lights for tapers to her monument 
See how the Matrons lay their tires afide. 

And only in their forrow take a pride, 
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Their forrpw which now beautifully weares, 

Ih (lead of diamonds, carcanets of teares. 

Where (hall we find a frame lo fully grac’t 
With vertues in fo rich a body plac’t I 
That it was truly held the unmatchd ftirine 
Of humane beauties mingled with divine : 

As if the heavens and nature did agree, 

In her to fix the greatell (ympathy 

Could be between them ; what was faire and good, 

Inclufive poflibly in flefii and blood. 

Who with her gentle ’haviour and deport, 

Did gaine the love, not envie, of the Court.] 

And yet (he fell untimely, like a rofe. 

Which in the morning fweetly does difclofe 
Its purple beauties, till the winds in love 
Doe with their frequent boiflerous kilTes move 
Its fragrant leaves fo rudely, that ere night 
They witherd fall ; fo fhe did, the delight, 

Of womanhood and vertue ; in whofe grave 
Lie more than ere mortality fhall have. 

Agen to boafl, .whofe glories fhall (when all 

Her fexes Legends unapochryphall 

For truth and beauty) in fames book be writ, 

As a large preface fix ith’ front of it. 

That when poflenty reads the rape has bin 
Adled by death on this bnght Cherubm , 

The virgins may her annuall Obit keep. 

And big with noble emulation, weep 
To underftand their fexes richeft dore 
Confum’d on her ; Nature’s become too poore 
To frame her equall beauty, or difplay 
Such art and wonder in fucceeding clay. 

And though this Ladie fell, the fpoile of fate, 

Who with too rigorous hafte did antedate 
Her day of deftiny, nothing could be found 
Cruell enough to give that defperate wound, 

But the falfe waves, who as they meant to mflirine 
Her (whom they took for fea borne Encine) 

In watry armes,‘officioully did Ikip 
2 


s 
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With fluent motion from each lip to lip. 

Till being enamourd on her balmy breath, 
(Cruell in love) they kill her even to death : 
And viewing then no more life to remaine, 

Like Croco£les they wept ore her the/d llaine. 


Eligy II. 

T He year’s revolv’d, and now once more is come 
The day in which (he fuflered maityrdome, 
And ’gainll the ufuall cuilome did expire 
In water, holily as thofe the lire 
Did fanflifie for heaven, who us'd to take 
Delight to runne to the flame bearing flake. 

Had (he like them beene to’ve receivd her death, 

Ere the weak fire by the winds pregnant breath 
Could have beene blown into a flame, our eyes 
Should have preuented tyrant deaths furprife. 

And let fall fuch a huge contraifled teare. 

Able to quench (ires element in its fpheare. 

This was the day, when that fame fubtle thiefe 
Fate dole earths comfort hence, and cad a gnefe 
Feipetuall as her virtues, ore the face 
Oth moumfiill world, which can afford no place 
For mirth or fport, till celebrated be 
The annuall requiems to Kirks memory : 

Which grows more precious, like nch mighty wine 
By being long kept ; or rehques in a fhnne 
Frefervd as facred, which inviolate hold 
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The Charter of .their fame though nere fo old. 
With what a ferious griefe doe men relate 
Lofles in their particular Eftate ; 

The toyling husbandman will many years 
After rehei^e unto his rulUck Peers 
His pad misfortune, when the Somere heat 
Did blall his fruit, or mildews hop’d for wheat. 
The greedy. Merchant, if he doe fullaine 
A lo& by fhipwrack in the flattering maine, 
Sighes at its memory ; which does ftill renew 
His wealth then drownd to his vext fancies view. 
And muil wee not lament, are we not bound 
Upon the day when glorious was drownd , 
When natures fweeteft fruit did blalled fall. 

To folemnize with teares her funerall : 

Yes to difiufe a deluge, that as Ihee 
By water met her pitied deftiny. 

That element to expiate its black crime 
May fpend its moifture on her dull, till time 
Diflblve ; and we tranflated to the skies, 

(Where teares are wip’t away from all mens eyes) 

Exalted to her fellowlhip may be 

Her Well companions ith’ felicity 

She with the Saints polTefles ; but till then 

Her lofle mull be the gnefe of all good men. 


FINIS. 



